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<* I am the Light of the world ; he that fblloweth Me shall 
not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of life. ** 

O minds truth-loving, struggling here 
In doubt, to know the will supreme. 
Hath no unerring radiance clear 
Brightened o'er life's perplexing dream ? 




Souls willing to achieve the right. 
And earnest in that noble quest. 

Have they not seen a guiding light. 
Their Loadstar on the way to rest ? 



Is there no Landmark set on high 
To point a sure, undoubted road. 

And bid the pilgrim lift his eye 

To yonder East for help from God ? 
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Unmoved as when the fathers set 
Its mountain-cross " to mark the past," 

Speaks not this ancient witness yet 

Truth that will stand while time shall last ? 



*' Till the day breathe ** are there not given. 

Ere twilight-shadows fade away. 
Bright '* foregleams " of true light from heaven. 

Prophetic of the perfect Day ? 

And hath not faith's glad morning-song 
Answered the joy-awakening flame — 

While the far echoes sound along. 
Its blest evangel to proclaim ? 

Yea, is there not a voice we hear 

Piercing the cloud that wraps our day — 
Pass ye this dark sojourn with fear, 
Yet follow Me — I am the Way " ? 
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" I am the Light — trust thou in Me ; " 
So love's high challenge speaks to faith. 

Till doubt with time and darkness flee 
Beyond the veil of life — of death. 
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Philosophies that teach us nought 
Save cold negation's hopeless creed — 

The dreary mazfe of sceptic thought — 
Where but to chaos must they lead ? 

To faith's serener heights we move 
To w^atch life's fuller morning break — 

" The day of God," v^hose light of love 
A new, glad Memnon-song shall wake. 

There, as the wise, the just of old. 
In patience let us wait the end ; 

With meekness faith's assurance hold, 
And onward hope's bright vision send : 

Looking for Him whose word shall stand 
A beacon-fire to bless our day. 

With " light that ne'er on sea or land " 
Else dawned, till shadows pass away. 
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ORDS that enshrine, in your mosaic setting. 
An image fairer than all art hath made — 
As coins that mark the Caesars, miforgetting — 
Medallion-likenesses that will not fade ; 

What never cunning workmanship or skill 
Of mortal craftsman pictured, ye portray ; 

What the Greek genius ne'er on classic hill 
Hath breathed in sculpture or in epic lay. 

No, the divine Ideal that ye paint, 

Surpasseth all that e'er in galleries 
Hath been unveiled — the patriot, hero, saint. 

Prophet, or demigod to symbolize. 

Of mythic gods in the Olympian world. 

Which owned all attributes of One supreme ? 

The artist limned the bolts that Zeus hurled. 
Away from Love's or Wisdom's nobler dream. 



The Gospels. 

But those graved lines of Inspiration's page 
Combine all moral beauty, grace, and might, — 

Perfection that commands from age to age. 
In every clime, nevir wonder and delight. 

While knowledge grows, and culture feeds at will 
In broadening fields of ripe, sesthetic lore. 

All find in this excelling portrait still 
A grace, a mystery, unreached evermore. 

The artist's fair ideal oft is won. 

And higher efibrts prove or test his power ; 
While aims accomplished lead ambition on 

To try success one more triumphant hour. 

But this Ideal is yet the ^drest crown 
And loftiest summit, towering in the soul 

To heights that leave the strongest climber down. 
Far from the distant, aye-receding goal. 

No brighter, holier dream of moral beauty 
Hath ever dawned on philosophic thought ; 

And while poets chant the praise of truth and duty. 
This loveliness their song transcendeth not. 
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Advancing knowledge, and a stricter law^ 
Based on the teaching sceptics disavow. 

Yet find in Him, the Righteous One, no flaw : 
He, faultless in His age, is faultless now» 

No ethics reach a loftier mark than this 
We in the character of Christ behold. 

Eclipsing with its light of holiness. 
All mora] glory, now, or from of old. 

Progression ripens towards a perfect art. 
To rival Nature in her works of skill ; 

While man hath but achieved a little part 
Of the slow task, with good to vanquish ill. 

With growing wisdom, this progressive time 
Thus comes not near to this divine Ideal ; 

Nay, as it views its statuesque form sublime. 
And calm, high, God-like front, asks. Is it real ? 

A being like, and still so unlike, man. 

Who claimed the perfect attributes of God ; 

The world, in wonder, doubts if such an One 
In ways of sinfid men hath ever trod. 
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Human^ and yet so faultless^ could He speak 
Untruth as He confessed Himself divine ? 

Doubters, enthralled by this dilemma, seek 
The history's firm-set base to undermine. 

They cannot overthrow that primal rock. 

Or banish Christ's fair image there engraven ; 

While faith finds in the sceptic's stumbling-bldck. 
From restless seas of doubt a sheltered haven. 

Jesus, the Holy One, here dwelt on earth— 
From youth in wisdom with His stature grew ; 

Gifted in soul beyond His lowly birth. 
He was the Perfect — ^was He not the True ? 

While He avowed His mission from on high, 
Messiah, Christ of God, anointed King 

Of an unearthly kingdom — did He lie 

Even when He claimed God's presence here to 
bring ? 

The sceptic owns that Jesus lived and spent 

A life unique, and beautiful as rare; 
And yet can think this moral grace was lent 

Only to cloak pretensions, false, though ^ir. 
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But Faith is not ashamed to own her Lord, 
When weak Doubt shuns the bold alternative ; 

And resting on this true historic word. 
Accepts the challenge to believe and live. 

She doth acknowledge Jesus as the True — 
One in whose gracious speech she hears a voice 

With power all force of nature to subdue ; 
And, following Him, doth on her way rejoice. 

This Gospel she receives as words from God, 

That link the soul with thoughts that perish never ; 

Whose chain electric binds this earthward clod 
To things divine that will live on for ever. 

Lord, we believe : help Thou our unbelief. 

While we adore Thee in this Word displayed — 

The altogether lovely, yea, the chief 

And sum of all the goodness Thou hast made. 

Who is our God, in heaven and earth, but Thee ? 

What glorious vision shall with this compare 
That, imaged in Thy Gospel- Word, we see 

Of " the First good. First perfect, and First fair " ? 
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Reason hath listened with fastidious ear. 
With critical and finely cultured sense. 

The simple strain of faith's glad news to hear. 
Asking if this be wisdom — eloquence ? 

*Tis not the wisdom of the classic world,' 
With reasonings high, or metaphysical 

And deep ; and so proud lips of fools are curled. 
That think it knowing to be sceptical. 

Wise, in their own conceit of what is wise. 

The Cross of Christ with foolishness they blame; 

No tongues of men or angels can disguise. 
With tinselled ornaments, the tree of shame. 

'* Christ crucified," old wisdom's stumbling-block. 
Yet stands offensive, in this cultured day : 

No latitude of creed removes that rock. 

Though ** other gospels " shun it on the way. 

Still is it foolishness ; and they who seek 

To prove Christ's Gospel wisdom to the wise. 

Without the Cross, they know not what they speak : 
Itself hath owned its folly in their eyes. 
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Oh, weak apology, that lamely strives 

Faith's divine folly to explain away ! 
Its form of doctrine yet the same survives. 

Yesterday, for ever, and to-day. 

" Where is the wise ?" To faith this Word is truth: 
Could excellence of speech or wisdom make 

Its witness seem more rational, in sooth. 
Or from the Cross its curse offensive take ? 

And what if art, with its dramatic power. 
Gives place to truth when Inspiration sings ? 

Can genius, with all learning for its dower. 
Enrich true wisdom in its native springs ? 

While knowledge scorns it, the weak faith of fools. 

Truth, in its simple majesty arrayed. 
Prevails above the subtlety of schools. 

When God-like strength in weakness is displayed. 

Simple the words of Gospel-truth appear. 
Beside the eloquence of classic thunders ; 

But what if in their low, soft tones we hear 
The voice that woke creation and its wonders ? 
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Faith, trustful, hath not curiously inquired 
The modes of revelation — doth not seek 

That mystery to solve, how God inspired 
The holy men of old His truth to speak. 

It is enough true witnesses have spoken : 
Though Inspiration's nature and degree 

Be hid, the scriptured evidence is unbroken. 
And Holy Writ confirmed in history. 

In apostolic lips the truth is found 
Stablished, with unpremeditated art ; 

As rock-buih monuments on ** storied ground," 
Raised on each several pillared base apart. 

The voice of God, in human history. 

Is sounding through His providence divine ; 

His hand upon each written page we see : 
Hath it not traced each evangelic line ? 

His overruling power do we not own. 
Its working in life's daily records trace ? 

Are not His providential dealings shown 
In Christianity, His work of grace ? 
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Faith looks beyond, before the written word. 
To Him, the Author of the words and deeds 

Which truth-inspired evangelists record. 

Who was before all doctrines, and all creeds. 

Those Gospel-facts were wondrous and divine. 
Ere they were scriptured on historic page: 

As nature sung ere poets tuned a line. 
And truth anticipates the thinking sage. 

As truth in some poor peasant's heart may dwell 
Who loves a bible which he cannot read; 

Thus, through all time, faith's old traditions tell. 
Without a scripture, her unperished creed. 

Before the written Gospel, faith was kneeling 
Low at the Cross, and saw the Crucified 

The love of God to sinfid men revealing — 
Love conquering in the hour that Jesus died. 

In the unwritten records of her creed 
Faith holds a charter ages cannot dim : 

That heritage of Abraham's faithful seed. 
Through all its generations, speaks of Him. 
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Though Scripture perished, still that history lives 
A great Tradition in the hearts of men ; 

Yea, its unwritten memory survives 

In living Landmarks till He comes again. 

If Faith to her great old memorials cling. 
As, through dim vistas of the past, they rise. 

How precious, then, the treasured thoughts that bring 
The Crucified in life before her eyes ! 

Beholding, as with evidence of sight. 

With them that saw Him still the raging flood. 

She owns, in presence of His grace and might, 
" Lord, of a truth Thou ait the Son of God.'* 

Let " brilliant Frenchmen '* boldly satirize — 

With cloud-wrapped dreamers by the misty Rhine, 

On either side, assail with mockeries 

Truth's shield of faith and panoply divine ; 

She look* to see — were battlements overthrown 
And watch-towers trembling — truth's high citadel. 

Built on the Rock of Ages, stand alone. 
Prevailing in its strength impregnable. 
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Though doubt discredit all the history. 

Faith meekly trusts the honour of her Lord, 

And waits, till heaven and earth shall pass, to see 
Truth vindicate His everlasting Word. 



Still the great facts of faith's old creed abide 

By philosophic reasonings unmoved : 
Have mists that o'er the star-gemmed azure glide. 

The steadfast glory of the heavens disproved ? 

And what if still some dark incertitude 

May shade this holy light, till dawn of day ? 

Yet, with its mysteries dimly understood, 
A little while, our souls in patience stay. 

We walk by faith, and own a troubled sky 
Hangs round our life, — a cloudy curtain dark ; 

But, on its lining white and silvery. 

Through the dim shades, cerulean gleams we mark. 

O Thou, the Light of God in this dark sphere — 

Bom to instruct humanity to rise 
From its base level of conditions here. 

And its ideal heights to realize ; 



The Gospels. 15 

Christ, our Example, fauldess and divine, 
Of all perfection which we can adore — 

In whom the Father's hidden glories shine 
Embodied in their fulness evermore ; 

Thou, in the darkness here our living Light, 

Whom, now unseen, our trembling hearts believe. 

Grant us, when hope hath vanished into sight. 
Faith's own reward and blessing to receive — 

To see Thee as Thou art, in whom the rays 
Of Godhead dwell concentred, our life's Sun ; 

Yea, on that glory manifest to gaze. 
Holy, Incarnate, God-anointed One ! 

We look to know what here we know not now 

Hereafter, in the light of perfect day. 
When we thus gaze on Thy once thorn-pierced brow 

Crowned, while the mists of time are rolled away. 

Of truth's perfected sphere, we now behold 
A broken circle;, is it given to prove — 

Even as the iris-beams to hope of old — 

We yet shall see Thy M-orbed light of love ? 
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A little part here meets our *' bounded view " ; 

Is not this partial ray a prophecy — 
And our imperfect knowledge of the true 

A promise of the vision eye to eye ? 
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W^z ILanlii of t^e JHorntng* 

LAND of Promise, to thy hills we turn 
Our eyes, to view the radiance lingering 
yet 

Of the divine aurora-gleams that burn 
Mirrored in all true hearts — to Olivet, — 
To heights that lave in blue Gennesaret 
The shadows of each calm, time-furrowed brow ; 
Lone Carmel's rock with mystic watchfires lit ; 
Tabor, transfigured in our memories now ; 
With Hermon's old, unfading diadem of snow. 

To Judah's ancient patriarchal hills. 

With fountains of Beersheba, where the sheep 

Of Abraham fed beside their " living rills "; 
To Moab, where each monumental steep 
Resounds with echoes that will never sleep ; 

Gilboa, Bashan, Ebal, Gerizim ; 

Gibeon, where still, in thought, the sun doth keep 

His watch ; and o'er the heights of Bethlehem 
Behold its Star, and hear the angels' Christmas hymn. 
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We lift our ^ycs, O Canaan^ from low vales 
With mist-bom shades of doubt beset, — ^where 
glows 

Faith's early morning-light, whose glory pales 
All other splendours yet, and lustre throws 
" On the dear native heights where first it rose," 

Hovering about the steeps of Galilee, 
And where in upland glens the lily grows 

To feed the young gazelles that wander free 
Where Jesus walked amidst thy living symbolry. 

It lights on vine-clad slopes in Hebron's vale, 
Haimted with shadows of the bygone years. 

Where Patriarchs closed the book of life's long tale 
Whose pages moved to laughter, or with tears 
Were dimmed, as its alternate hopes and fears 

Held their meek souls in childlike holy trust. 
Till in Machpelah, where devotion rears 

Their monument, they left their slumbering dust. 
In hope of after-recompense that waits the just. 

While faith's lone paths of strangership they trod 
Foreshadowing gleams of Dayspring blest their 
way; 

And where those Pilgrim-fathers walked with God, 
We hear a voice whose tones melodious say: 
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*' He is the God of Abraham to-day — 
God of the living. He who being giveth 

To all. He is their Lord of life alway ; ** — 
Like the old word the hearing ear receiveth 
From ancient Uz, " I know that my Redeemer liveth." 

On Nazareth, and its flowery dale, it streams 
Effulgence sweet, that blends in its soft rays 
The light of human eyes with mystic beanw 
From life's high Fount unseen, where angels gaze 
With trembling near its throne of ancient days — 
Nazareth, where the carpenter's abode 

Seems linked by ladder-steps and heavenward 
ways- 
Like Bethel's shining path where seraphs trod — 
With the celestial gate and dwelling-place of God. 

It lightens with glad rays Jerusalem, — 

Beloved city of the heaven-born King, 
Where the Desire of all the nations came. 
The manifested God, on earth to bring 
Peace, where the war-notes of rebellion ring, 
Each wrong to righten. Healer of our woe. 

The Consolation of all suffering 
And griefs that from our fallen misery flow — 
The Saviour of the world, whose love to death we 
knowr 
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It gleams on Bethany, whose fruitful palm 

May yet again in peaceful triumph wave. 
When captive Judah, in victorious calm. 

Is ruled by One that conquering, came to save ; 

Whose mighty arm re-opened Lazarus' grave. 
Revealing light beyond death's riven shroud ; 

Whose love, to friendship, from that rock-hewn 
cave 
With voice most musical, yet speaks aloud : 
" Fear not : behold the silvery lining of life's cloud." 



It glances on the rock where we behold. 
In fancy, yet, the pinnacles and towers 
Of Salem's cedared Temple, decked with gold. 
With precious gems, and sculptured fruit and 

flowers. 
When in its courts the holy sabbath-hours 
Were as a dream and prophecy of heaven. 

Whose mystic blessing fed, like dewy showers 
Watering a thirsty land, the soul forgiven ; 
And see there, in His time, God's true sin-ofFering 
given. 

And there, on " the Mount Zion which He loved," 
Sweet radiance wanders from His heavenly hill. 

Whose light of grace will never be removed 

From His saints' pilgrim-way, where onward still 
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It winds by fragrant mead and gracious rill^ 
Or lonesome vale ; but shining evermore 

Unto the perfect Day that shall fulfil 
Faith's herald-promise that hath gone before — 
Yea, till they hail its light on Life's blest ''sunrise 
shore." 
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MPERIAL city of the deathless Past, 
Whose memories on Tiber's gushing 
tide. 

Shrined in their monumental ruins vast. 
Eternal in the thoughts of men abide ; 

Those pillars, beauteous in their ruin now. 
Bear written records of thy wondrous years. 

Traced as Time's victories on a regal brow. 
Where in each sculptured line his seal appears. 

On many a broken column's front we mark 

The hieroglyphics of old history 
Shed rays of truth, to light through vistas dark 

The mammoth-cave of dim antiquity. 

See, o'er the past, the venerable arch 
Of Titus rear its graven witness high. 

Serenely watching Time's triumphant march. 
While scornful doubt impotent passeth by. 
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Lit with the symbolled Lamp's undying flame, 
That glowed with mystic lustre in its shrine. 

Faith reads upon those storied walls of fame 
A record perishless of truth divine. 

The golden lamp that burned on Zion's steep. 
With the oblation and shewbread of God — 

Untiring ministries, that daily keep 

Old memories young as Aaron's fragrant rod, — 

Writ, as on rocks for ever, there they stand. 
Emblems of truth that hath not passed away. 

Exiled memorials of the Chosen Land, — 
Of faith, whose home is everywhere to-day. 

They picture here the living signs that lent 
Their adumbrations near God's mercy-throne. 

When Zacharias at His altar bent^ 

While to his gaze the angel- vision shone ; 

When new revealings of the ancient grace 
Whose stars of promise lightened Syria's sky — 

The mystery of Salem's holy place — 

Disclosed the world's true " Dayspring from on 
high." 
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Eclipsing, yet not quenching, in our sight 
The fiery wonders pilgrim-Israel saw. 

That heavenly radiance of new Gospel-light 
Dawned 'midst the fading glory of the Law. 

Revere the ancient landmarks, ivy-grown. 

Glistering with pearly dewdrops of the morn : 

Old covenant-pillars were not overthrown 
When the new hope of David's house was born. 

God's truth is one ; His wisdom to our view. 
From treasures never-failing, doth unfold 

His gracious things and mercies ever new. 
In fuller dispensations of the old. 
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HERE Hebron's corn-clad valleys have en- 
shrined 
The ancient dust of saints beneath their 
sod. 
And patriarch-servants of the living God 
A peaceful sleeping-place of burial find. 
Still resting in the cave v^here faith consigned 
Their bones of old; amid those glens in youth 
Where Abraham sav7 far off the Day of Truth, — 
The Baptist's burning light arose and shined. 
Herald of the true Sunrising, ere it sprung 

In brightness o'er Judea, to fidfil 
The promised mercies by the Prophets sung. 
And re-illume on Zion's holy hill 
The light long faded o'er its mercy-throne. 
With saving beams to faith's blest visions old unknown. 
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ARK was the Godless night 
Of ancient heathen gloom. 
Which saw the Gentiles' light 
And Israel's glory come : 
A child of David's house and lineage born. 
At Bethlehem, on that glorious Christmas-morn. 

See in the Virgin's Son 
Jesus — Emmanuel— 
The promised wonder done, 
God here with us to dwell ; 
To verify Faith's old prophetic word. 
This day is bom a Saviour — Christ, the Lord. 

Good tidings of great joy. 
By angel-lips proclaimed 
Where sang the shepherd-boy. 
Ere Bethlehem was famed, 
The melodies whose sweetest echoes still 
Hover, in fancy, round each terraced hill. 
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There dulcet tones are ringing. 

And voices, sweeter for. 
Of angel- hosts are singing 
The advent of a Star 
Whose light will gleam with brightness evermore. 
Chasing earth's twilight-glooms from shore to shore. 

Aloud the angels cry. 

In their enraptured strain, 
" Glory to God on high ; 

Peace and goodwill to men : " 
For gladness that shall fill the ransomed earth 
In Bethlehem's lowly manger hath its birth. 



Through our God's tender love. 

In Judah's land, behold 
The Dayspring from above. 
By Israel's seers foretold. 
Hath visited the shadows with its light 
In ways of peace to guide our souk aright. 

The darkness of the Past 

Reigns undisturbed no more ; 
True light hath dawned at last. 
Whose shining will restore 
The vanished glory that erst fled away 
From Eden, when it breaks to perfect day. 
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Fair is the morning-gleam 

In this bright Syrian sky ; 
Yet fairer shall it beam 

When heaven's blue canopy 
Smiles on a world of men with God at peace. 
And, at His lightning-word, earth's battle-thunders 
cease. 
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HOSE heart ne'er burned within him as he 
sought. 
In silent worship of ** the kings of thought," 
To trace, in records of a life sublime. 
Its earliest footprints on the shore of time. 
And marked where some great lights that bless their 

kind 
Shed first their dawning in " the ray of mind "? 

Bright are the tracks wherein we may explore 

The paths where moved the great ones gone before. 

Where thus- abide of each past life-career 

Marks ineffaceable to lead us here ; 

Even as the meadow-walks, by ages worn. 

Will guide the steps of men that are unborn. 

Hallowed are scenes where still we realize 
The living presence of the good and wise. 
Whose lips, now sealed, yet speak unto the soul 
Unhindered by the spell of "fate's control " ; 
While, thus conversing with their thoughts to-day. 
They in the spirit live with us for aye. 
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Sacred, in every land, the spot of earth 
Once claimed by genius as its place of birth. 
Where pilgrims meet to yield the honom-s paid 
In all the ages to the glorious dead. 
While resting from their fields of fame, they lie 
Crowned with their wreaths of immortality. 

Ah, Bethlehem ! — nobler than all other names 
His that each echoing steep of thine proclaims ! 
Where voices speak from every caverned cell 
Amidst thy vineyard heights — ^We know it well ! 
Yea, sweet as honied streams of Palestine 
The name that yields its fragrance unto thine. 

His presence consecrates this holy dust, 

O birthplace of the Saviour sinners trust ! 

It lingers on each lone, Judean hill 

Around thee, where our thoughts are with Him still 

No flowers arc like the flowers that grace their sod. 

And spring along the pathways Jesus trod. 

Here first the Light Immortal dawned to bless 
Our day, and rose, the Sun of Righteousness ; 
Here first, with human eyes. He turned his gaze 
On our sad world, and its sin-haunted ways — 
While human lips breathed on His infant ear 
The love that welcomed God our Saviour here. 
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And listening while those sacred accents flow — 
The " grave, sweet melody " of long ago. 
Soft as the harmony of David's lute — 
Each other name of great and high repute 
Seems in the silence of oblivion hid, 
As in the heart of some lone pyramid. 

No proud exultant river rolls to sound 

The fame of Jesus in its depths profound ; 

But down thy terraced hills there murmurs yet. 

In silvern tones, from many a rivulet. 

The strange, glad music, which was not of earth. 

That flowed along thy valleys at His birth. 

Angels yet wliisper there amid the vines. 

Whose clustering boughs o'ershade those hallowed 

shrines. 
And in the ear of Faith repeat the strains 
They sung of old above thy star-lit plains— 
Their ancient carol of goodwill and peace. 
Whose echoings o'er tile world will never cease. 

Bethlehem ! Shrine of the Nativity, 
The Holy Incarnation mystery. 
In thought Faith lingers in thy sacred fields. 
And there her adoration meekly yields. 
Bringing the tribute true devotion pays — 
The gold and incense of its love and praise. 
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She looks around, and yet in thy sheepfolds 
The simple emblems of the truth beholds. 
The rustic types drawn out by nature's hand. 
Whose " pencil speaks the tongue of every land " — 
And bends the knee to bless creation's Lord, 
Who here, in childhood's form, revealed His Word. 






^ 
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IHEPHERDS of Bethlehem! in its folds 
abiding 
Through the fair Syrian night, — 
Watching Orion and Arcturus guiding 
Their course in seas of light : 
While silent pasture-fields the dews are drinking. 

Steeped in those midnight rays, — 
Beside your slumbering flocks what are ye thinking. 
As heavenward so ye gaze ? 

Simple and childlike men, your watch thus keeping. 

Doth meditation sweet 
Beguile your waking, and when ye are sleeping 

Bright visions do ye meet ? 
Like Jacob, at heaven's gate in Bethel, dreaming. 

Do blissful thoughts inspire 
Each soul with hopes beyond all worldly scheming. 

And earth-bom vain desire ? 
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Are ye, with David, in your day-dreams tending 

His sheep in Bethlehem's vale. 
Beneath its terraced heights and vineyards bending 

Their shadows on the dale ? 
And ofttimes to the Psalmist's music singing 

A sacred pastoral hymn, — 
Do ye not hear the ancient echoes ringing 

Soft chimes in Bethlehem ? 

Israel's great Shepherd, with him, are ye praising 

In words of that sweet song. 
Whence Gentile-lips will yet be ever raising 

Strains, meek, sublime, and strong ? 
And know ye what this music is foretelling, — 

That voices of those psalms 
Speak of One greater than king Solomon, dwelling 

Midst Judah's vines and palms ? 

Of a good Shepherd for His own flock giving 

His life. His precious blood. 
And broken body, with their symbols living. 

To feed the sheep of God ? 
Say, hear ye those diviner voices speaking 

Of the celestial Dawn, 
And of the higher meanings faith is seeking 

When shadows are withdrawn ? 
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Ah who can tell what child-like hearts are hearing, 

When mysteries from the wise 
Are hid, — what gracious songs the meek are cheering 

With heaven-bom melodies ! 
Who knows what visions of delight are given 

To faith's clear, single eye, — 
The blest foreshadowings of a promised heaven. 

In simple hearts that lie ? 

Shepherds, gaze on, nor yet in dreamy slumbers 

Seek idly to repose, — 
Sing ye in chorus David's tuneful numbers 

Lest sleep your eyelids close. 
Heed well your flock, from night's dark hidden dangers 

The young lambs safely guard, — 
From robbers, the beguiling voice of strangers. 

And wolves, keep watch and ward. 

But lo ! what sudden burst of glory breaketh 

Athwart the sleeping fold ? 
With terror not of earth each spirit quaketh,— 

Night into day hath rolled ! 
Celestial brightness round about them glowing 

Quenching heaven's starry light, — 
In lucent streams from the Divinest flowing, — 

Eclipse the Syrian night. 

D 2 
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And hark ! an angel-voicc spcab from the glory. 

Soft, eloquent and low : 
" Fear not ! behold, I bring a marvellous story 

Of joy to all below. 
Hear the good tidings of God's love and pity 

In His true Gospel-word, — 
To you is born this day in David's city, 

A Saviour, Christ, the Lord. 



" Take ye this sign to know the heavenly stranger. 

In Bethlehem shall ye find — 
Folded in swaddling-bands, and in a manger — 

The Saviour of mankind." 
With the unearthly strains of this Evangel 

Yet lingering in their ears. 
Suddenly to the shepherds, with the Angel, 

A heavenly host appears : 

Singing, ** Glory to God, in highest heaven. 

Peace and goodwill to men : " 
And with the Angel's song and message given. 

The light hath passed again. 
Once more the Syrian starlight calm is streaming 

Rays on the* dewy plain, — 
Were the bewildered shepherds only dreaming 

That high, seraphic strain ? 
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They go to prove no vision was deceiving. 

With its bright imagery. 
And steadfastly in heart the truth believing. 

See Bethlehem's mystery. 
For wrapped in human form, with flesh thus lowly ,- 

Veiled in His robe of clay, — 
Hiding His glory, the Divine, the Holy, 

Christ, the Redeemer, lay. 



mim: 
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Wat star of t^e ©ajsit. 

O ! from the East a pilgrim-cavalcade 

Wends o'er the desert to the Holy Land, — 
What impulse of adventure thence hath led. 
From homes remote, that grave and studious band ? 

With purpose fixed, those philosophic eyes 
On some unwonted meteor-gleams are bent, — 

Star-gazers they, familiar with the skies. 
To follow this lone stranger-light intent. 

From the far depths of Asiatic plains. 

Is it the attraction of a hope divine. 
Their steps, with more than magic force, constrains 

To trace the star they see before them shine ? 

Long had the Sages watched in regions old. 
Guided by light of antique eastern lore. 

The advent of bright visitants foretold, — 
New star-gods they might welcome to adore. 
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But not in their vast orient canopy^ 

This strange and mystic radiance they discern, 
Nor over wide Euphrates-plains they see 

A star whose rising science did not learn. 



Not where the wise had looked new light to find 
Did they behold afar its glorious ray, — 

A Light to bless and lighten all mankind. 
The harbinger of life's eternal day. 

No, o'er that dim horizon of the west 
Beyond the Syrian wilds and Jordan's stream. 

Doth this new heaven-born Star serenely rest. 
Above the pasture-fields of Bethlehem. 

There, — ^not in Learning's ancient, classic seat. 
Or in Egyptian shrines where knowledge held 

Her secret stores of old, — the Sages meet 

Their quest, yea, there true Wisdom's birth beheld. 

They find the King, whom from their homes afar 
They came with toilsome, patient search to see, — 

Led to His presence by that unknown star, — 
Herald of their mysterious embassy.] 
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Not in soft clothing, or in regal state. 

Throned in His palace as an earthly king, — 

But in His cradle, in veiled glory great. 
The Holy Child receives their offering. 

The first-fruits of the alien Gentile-race, 
Before their Saviour-God adoring bow. 

And own with royal gifts the expected grace 
Of Israel's king thus manifested now. 

Light of the wise ! while so their hearts rejoice 
As they salute thy rays in Bethlehem's star, — 

How with exultant gladness will each voice 
Proclaim the new-born King in lands afar ! 
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W^t (SonsBOlattan of BraeL 




ERUSALEM ! where is Israel's King ? 
His mystic star hath shone. 



And the adoring Gentiles bring 
Gifts to His cradle-throne. 



Is it not written : In thy land. 

Oh Judah, shall arise 
A Governor, whose sceptred hand 

Will rule earth's destinies ? 

He, throned in peace, shall ever reign 
Anointed of the Lord, — 

Jerusalem, spake thy seers, in vain. 
The glad, expectant word ? 

Behold, Messiah shall restore 
Thy walls, and Israel bless. 

Bidding thy children weep no more 
In exiled weariness. 
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His gracious rule shall know no end, — 

All nations will obey, — 
And every heart in meekness bend. 

Subjected to His sway. 

The rightful heir of David's throne, — 

The rod of Jesse's stem, — 
He first hath come unto His own, 
. To bless Jerusalem. 

Wilt thou, in unbelief and fear. 
The wondrous tidings scorn. 

Which tell of His deliverance near. 
That He, thy King, is bom ? 

The wbrld's true Light which lighteth all. 
His glory dawns on thee, — 

Must He bewail His slighted call, — 
" Ye will not come to Me " ? 

In Him was life, the Light of men. 
Whose rays in darkness shining, — 

Lost gleams of Paradise regain. 
To see no more declining. 
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And thou shalt yet behold Him rise. 

And hail Him from afar, — 
In Him, whom thou hast pierced, thine eyes 

Will see thy Morning-Star. 
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C^e Jfii^X into ffifiSPt 

N haste, the guardians of the Holy Child, 
Directed by an angel's guiding hand. 
Traverse with Him the ancient desert-wild. 
Whence Israel passed, of old, to seek their Land. 

But not where solemn peaks of Horeb tower 
In silence o'er the wastes of Araby, — 

Stern monuments of awful love and power. 
Shielding the nation in its infancy : 

Nor into Edom's old prophetic ground. 

With rock-hewn strongholds, are the exiles driven, — 
Those weird, owl-haunted solitudes profound. 

Where eagles have their dwelling nigh to heaven. 

They find a refuge by the fertile streams 

Where Egypt's river long refreshed, of yore. 

Faith's household, — and where Joseph's answered 
dreams 
Of triumph, filled his brethren's famished store. 
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Here, in this great, old land of history. 
The Holy Family seek a resting-place, — 

Beneath the shade of Egypt's mystery. 

Where On's lone column stands in palm-like grace. 

Marked by that obelisk, still, our eyes may view 
The landscape which arose before His eyes,— 

This ancient scene of wonders ever new. 
That challenge yet the guesses of the wise. 

The Sphynx of Egypt baffles learning's skill 
To read her secrets, — what if all were won 

It idly seeks ? — here may we find at will 

Light, which ne'er glanced on Temples of the Sun. 

Yea, and eclipsing far the dreamy glare 
Of Egypt's wisdom in its old retreat, — 

The world's true Light divine streamed on it there. 
From infant-eyes, immortal radiance sweet. 
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|H doubter, wilt thou say. Beyond the veil, — 
There may be solved the riddle of life's tale? 
Are here no gleams of heaven revealed to 
thee. 
In Christ's unearthly Gospel-mysteiy ? 
We ask not were Evangelists inspired 
By heavenly wisdom, whence their hearts were fired. 
In sacred narratives of love and death. 
To weave the doctrines of our Holy Faith. 
Look on the mirrored radiance that is streaming 
From the bright page, and on the canvas gleaming. 
Where Art has drawn, in hues of pencilled light. 
Its likeness of the holy Nazarite. 
Gaze on those lineaments that painters drew. 
In fancy, from the Portrait which they knew, — 
The adumbrations of its glory seem 
To haunt them, in each high artistic dream, — 
And linger as an aureole round the brows 
That symbol Light immortal, where it glows. 
Whence the Ideal, glorious and divine. 
Whose light along each evangelic line 
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Is glowing, with effulgence^ not of earth, — 
Whence hath this perfect image had its birth ? 

While superstition, with a murkjr cloud. 

The Mediator's glory doth enshroud. 

True faith with open countenance beholds 

The light the Gospel of His grace unfolds. 

As in a glass, the glory of the Lord 

Shines forth on us from Him, the mystic Word j • 

The Temple of the Godhead-Mystery, 

Shrining the manifested Deity : — 

Veiled in that child-like form and fair young face. 

Where in its '* holy harmlessness," we trace 

Divinity's august *' celestial ray " 

Break through the human veil of fleshly clay, — 

As when heaven-opened visions of God's throne 

With gleams ecstatic on His features shone, — 

Secret revealings of the Father's face 

To His dear Son, " embosomed in His grace." 

Behold the true-bom Son of Man, divine. 
What moral glories in His aspect shine ! 
A wisdom, that with childhood's meekness blends. 
And spiritual loveliness, whose light transcends 
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All that the world's cold moralists may teach 
Of high perfection they, could never reach. 
Calm equanimity of self-control 
Unites with gracious tenderness of soul^ 
And dove-like^ gentle innocence combined 
With resolute and noble strength of mind. 
As^ on a rock, hath bloomed amid the wild 
Sweet flowerets, that in graceful beauty smiled 
On the bleak waste around, — so Jesus grew. 
And, with His stature, graces ever new 
Unfolded to his parents' wondering eyes 
A peerless nature,— holy, strong, and wise, — 
While high-souled, true, in humbleness He trod 
His lowly path on earth, — the Lamb of God. 

Before the Cross, yet stumbling in thy pride. 
Art thou ashamed to own the Crucified ? 
Or dost thou scorn to bend the stubborn knee. 
With faith's unquestioning simplicity. 
To Nazareth's divine and holy Child, 
Amidst its sinners, harmless, undefiled ? 
Oh, sceptic, come and gaze on faith's Ideal — 
Say, is it not Divine, unearthly, real ? 
Hast thou e'er seen in philosophic dreams. 
What may compare with those celestial gleams 
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Which yet, through darkness, glow on human hearts, 
Unchilled by critic-scorn's destructive arts — 

* 

With lustre, that to death will know no shade. 
Nor in the glare of common daylight fade ? 
Come thou with us, learn meekly to adore 
Thy God, revealed in Christ, and doubt no more. 




E 
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O dim^ religious light, but gleams divine. 
Blending their radiance with its altar-flame. 
From heaven's unseen, Shechinah-glory came 
Of old, to lighten Israel's temple-shrine : 
But long the mystic fires had ceased to shine. 
Quenched in the darkness of an evil day — 
Lost with the sceptre tliat had passed away 
From David's true, anointed, kingly line. 
What then, this unknown, intellectual Light 

That breaks upon the settled dimness here— 
The wisdom and the knowledge that delight 

And thrill, as music, each experienced ear ? 
Beams there a lustre in that bright, young eye, 
Excelling far in glory the old Mystery ? 
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N thought, by Jordan's shadowy river-side. 
Oh pilgrim-spirit, stay, — 
And there in silent, dream-like rest abide. 
One golden summer day ; — 
In shelter from the glowing noontide beam. 
Hearing the old, old music of the mystic stream. 

The still, small voices of the solemn past. 

Here murmur on for ever. 
Among the memory-haunted shadows cast 

On Jordan's ancient river. 
With echoings, that in human hearts will dwell 
When troublous waves of time no more around us swell. 

Euphrates, with a measured, stately flow. 

Blends in its proud old tale, 
'Mid relics of its grandeur and its woe, 

Chaldea's desert-wail : 
Who can but turn from that melodious sadness 
To hear, oh Jordan, thy sweet, sacred strains of glad- 
ness ? 

£ 2 
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And what, to thine, the murmured songs that glide 

Along mysterious Nile, 
Whispering old legends of Mizraim's pride. 

The traveller to beguile 
By pyramid, or obelisk, or palm. 
And its symbolic effigies of endless calm ? 

And lo ! the Tiber, where imperial Mind 

Triumphant ruled supreme 
O'er the wide, subject-realms of human-kind, — 

Shall Rome's historic stream 
Silence, with accents arrogant and vain. 
The honied flow of Jordan's simple, joyous strain ? 

Have we not heard from vineyards of the Rhine 

Harmonious echoes rolled, — 
With many a note sublime, and song divine 

Hymned on its banks, of old. 
By masters of high thought and poesy. 
Whose music yet excels not Jordan's melody ? 

Through fair and fertile lands the Danube rolls 

Exulting to the sea. 
But what avail wealth — beauty — to the souls. 

Whose songs of liberty 
Are silent, — or but sounding as a dream 
Of treasures free to all that taste thy healing stream ? 
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Afar the giant-rivers of the West 

Lift up their waves on high, — 
We hear the voices of their proud unrest 

Yet blending with the sigh 
Those mighty waters drown not with their noise, — 
And listening, turn again to thy consoling voice. 

Yea, by many a stream and alien shore. 

In spirit, may we stray. 
And still shall Israel's waters evermore 

In fancy's hearing say : — 
Will ye, forsaking streams that softly flow 
From Siloa, — from Jordan, — elsewhere for blessing go ? 

Where shall we hear in sooth such voices speak 

By lake, or fount, or sea, — 
Where else on river-banks, shall pilgrims seek 

The charm that haunteth thee ? 
Can rivers of Damascus even, compare 
With thy refreshing stream, — in Syria's landscape fair t 

Thou symboUest, with thy baptismal flood. 

Salvation's mystic wave, — 
The healing virtue of a Saviour's blood, — 

The cleansing that doth save. 
When sins forgiven, washed away for ever. 
Are plunged in the deep waters of oblivion's river. 
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There is a stream whose flowing yet will bless 

The City of the Lord, 
When, throned upon her mount of holiness. 

Her King shall be adored; — 
As thou dost glad our souls, oh Jordan, still, 
With thoughts of Him that reigns on Zion's heavenly 
hill. 
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C^e Uoice in t$e WSi\\^txm%%. 

S ravens fed the exiled seer of yore. 
The wild bees ministered their golden store 
Of sweetness to the saintly Anchorite — 
Heir and successor of the great Tishbite, — 
The last of Israel's old prophetic race. 
First herald of the Gospel-reign of grace. 
Proclaiming the new kingdom's ampler rule 
Foreshadowed long, though in a sterner school. 

Feeding his soul amid the quiet hours 

Of desert-solitude, with hidden showers 

Of mystic influence raining from above 

Fresh as morn's honied dew, God's light of love 

Revealed to him with deepened emphasis. 

In the lone shelter of the wilderness, 

Far from the Temple, and each graphic rite. 

Truth evident to faith's instructed sight. 
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There, were unfolded to his spiritual view 

The things hoped for, and substance of the true ; — 

Thirsting, as David, in His sanctuary. 

Longed, while he watched its sacred imagery — 

And eager as the hunted, parched gazelle 

That stoops o'er glassy fount, or springing well-— 

For God, the living Fountain of all good. 

He, in the desert, fared on ** angels' food." 

Trained in God*s school, he learned in the wild, — 

And Wisdom justified her desert-child, — 

The lore that students miss in Libraries, 

Knowledge they find not in Academies, 

Even as he drew from Inspiration's fount 

The grace and truth that failed from Salem's mount,- 

Streams in the desert sweeter than e'er fell 

From Siloa's brook, or Bethlehem's holy Well. 

So disciplined in solitude to wait. 
Keeping his patient watch at Wisdom's gate. 
He grew in spirit strong to serve his Lord, 
A minister of truth in work and word, — 
Till his voice echoing from the wilderness 
Brake to strong music the old silences. 
And he was hailed, in busy homes of men. 
The hermit-seer Elias come again. 
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His burden was repentance, while he gave 
Witness unto Another, born to save : 
Rebuking old convention and its lies. 
Hard unbelief, and all hypocrisies. 
With rigid righteousness of formalists, — 
He, the Forerunner of Evangelists, 
Revered the ancient, symboUed types of truth. 
Dear and familiar signs to age or youth. 

Shadows were these, yet did they thus proclaim 
The truth of God, and knowledge of His name : — 
Shadows and vain, save only to prepare 
The way of Him, their ordinances declare : 
Behold, the Lamb of God they signalize — 
Truth manifest in flesh to human eyes, — 
The true Peace-offering that takes away 
A fallen world's sin, to Israel sent to-day. 

So did he point from Zion's altar-shrines,— 

Its fading fires, and transitory signs, — 

To Him, the ever-living Sacrifice, 

By whom were souls blood-bought, and with a price. 

The Law by Moses given was holy, just, — 

But truth of grace in Christ alone we trust : 

Oh, earth, look unto Him the Baptist shewed, — 

Thy sins He took away, — Behold the Lamb of God ! 
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ESIDE the lily-mantled plains. 

And fruitful hills of Zabulon, 
!i That drink heaven's late and earlv rains. 
With snow-bom streams of Lebanon : 
Beneath the Syrian summer-skies. 

Thy landscape, Nephthalim, is glowing. 
With dewy gems, and floral dies 

Like gorgeous robes about thee flowing. 

And there, as young roes, o'er the rocks, 

Come bounding to Gennesaret's sea, — 
Where shepherds guide their way-worn flocks. 

From sunny heights of Galilee — 
Through sylvan banks, in wild cascades. 

So Jordan's water-brooks are fallings — 
To the old echoes of thy glades. 

With deep -voiced waves of music calling. 
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But gloomy shades of spiritual night 

O'er this fair country lay outspread, — 
The radiance of its summer-light 

Disclosed but regions of the dead. 
What though its fields, and fertile vales. 

Rich treasures like the Indies cover, — 
While fruit divine of knowledge fails, 

And mists corrupting o'er them hover ? 

Yet hark ! where long the shadows fell 

Of error, deep as Egypt's gloom, — 
What sounds of heavenly music tell 

Thus Memnon-like, that morn hath come ? 
Athwart the plains — along the sea, — 

fiehold, a light in darkness springing. 
On all the hills of Galilee 

The voices of the Dawn are singing ! 

O'er Nazareth, on Capernaum's shore, 

The world's great Light hath risen to bless. 
And those dim shadows sleep no more — 

Chased by the Sun of Righteousness. 
For thou hast seen that *' glorious birth," 

To us a Son of God is given — 
The Son of Man — a child of earth 

Revealed at Bethlehem, — from heaven ! 
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Throughout thy borders, Galilee, 

The nation hath beheld His light 
Shining to bid the dimness flee. 

With the thick glooms of heathen night. 
His wondrous Name shall yet be known. 

In all the earth, as Seers have spoken. 
And He shall wield on David's throne, 

A sceptre that shall ne'er be broken. 
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HERE yet thy village nestles in its glen, — 
The youth of Jesus, in obscurity. 

Was passed, away from city-crowds of men. 
Among the fragrant hills of Galilee. 



" The Rose of Sharon " blossomed in thy dale, — 
A tender flower, with its transplanted root. 

As on a thorny soil where waters fail — 

Ripening in earth's dry ground His heavenly fruit. 

Unique in graceful beauty, like the palm, — 
Strong as the cedar-boughs, and olive-tree, — 

With sweetness that excelled old Gilead's balm, — 
So flourished Jesse's youthfld Branch with thee. 

He grew in stature thus to manhood's age. 
Shedding the fragrance of His presence there. 

Till claims of His high mission doth engage 
Himself the Nation's prophet to declare. 
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Leaving those loved retreats of quietude. 

He, the true Vine, dispensed with bounteous hand 

His blessings to the suffering multitude. 

Shaking His fruits of grace o'er all the land. 

Among the villages of Palestine, — 

In all the synagogues of Galilee, — 
He preached the messages of truth divine. 

And consolations of His Gospel free. 

And Nazareth, His childhood's early home. 
Will thine own Prophet now thy claim forget ? 

Nay, to thy vale returning. He hath come. 
His presence lingers near to bless thee yet. 

* 

Again, with thee one holy sabbath-day. 
He worships in the old accustomed place. 

Where He with Nazarenes was wont to pray. 

And seek, with them. Our Father's heavenly grace. 

He, long their fellow-worshipper, now stands 

Their heaven-anointed Prophet, teacher, guide, — 

And takes the Book of wisdom in His hands. 
The bread of life among them to divide. 
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He £nds the word oi old prophetic truth 

Writ on Isaiah's evangelic page, — 
Whose strains divine had fed His soul in youth. 

And were His songs through life's brief pilgrimage. 

For with " all Scripture," these our Saviour held 
As truth from God, — shall we then lightly read 

Their teaching, as in " Chronicles of eld," 

Some quaint romance, or long-forgotten creed ? 

He cites the promise whose far-distant ray 
Hath lighted, as a glory, on His brow. 

While he proclaims aloud. Behold this day. 
Before your eyes, its word accomplished now. 

He, the Anointed Healer of the race. 

Redeemer of the captive, bruised, and blind, — 

Brings the good news of peace, and Gospel-grace, 
Preached to the poor, and free to all mankind. 

Christ, the Consoler, binds the broken heart, — 
He comes to set earth's slaves and prisoners free, — 

To pluck the sting from death, sin's venom'd dart. 
And preach Salvation's year of Jubilee. 
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He shuts again the Book of Prophecy, 

While from His lips distil, as heavenly dew. 

Doctrines the listeners hear with ecstacy. 
And hearts confirming all He speaketh true. 

Their souls thus feeding on His words of love. 
With fascinated eyes on Him they gaze. 

Wondering that grace so like to God's above. 

Speaks with the well-known voice of earlier days. 

Oh Nazareth ! art thou worthy of this hour. 
And worthy of thy Prophet, — dost thou see 

The hidden beauty of the lowly flower 

That bloomed unknown, unrecognized by thee ? 

No, — in contemptuous wrath, thou wouldst have 
crushed 

Its stem, — alas ! what Prophet with his own 
Shall find acceptance ? and applause was hushed 

In scorn, ere long, — '* Is this not Joseph's son ? " 
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CJe Sea of mittm. 

AIR is the vision, Galilee, 

Thy sacred waters lave, — 
Bright the ideal gleams we see 
Afar, light up thy wave. 

Italia, from her vine-clad steep. 
And Greece, from sun-blest isles. 

Watch by the old Homeric deep. 
Its myriad-glancing smiles ; 

In legend, myth or history, — 

In high, poetic dreams, — 
Their shores may rival Cliinneroth's sea. 

And Jordan's hallowed streams. 

Not theirs, the peacefiil ray that dwells 

To consecrate thy shore, — 
Where soft-eyed, tameless, young -gazelles 

Bound freely, as of yore. 



66 The Sea of Tiberias. 



On many a famed, illustrious land. 

Around thee, Palestine, 
Morn breaks, — but on no fairer strand. 

No holier hills than thine. 

Oh ! beauteous is the sun-lit glow 
Of Alpine heights sublime, — 

But the glad light on Lebanon's snow. 
Shines in no alien clime. 



Sweet is the melody that floats 

In ancient lands of song,— 
But far diviner, sweeter notes 

To Judah's harp belong. 

Historic colonnades and towers 
Proud memories may upbear, — 

Thine, need, — like fallen imperial powers,- 
No forms of art declare. 

The floweret on Gennesaret's plain. 

That grew in palmy shades 
Of old, blooms in our hearts again, — 

Thy lily never fades. 
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Deep as the blue of Galilee 

Beneath the Syrian sky. 
The mystic thoughts that link with thee. 

All aspirations high. 

Foriom is Zion once renowned. 

And desolate this shore. 
But still doth Salem temple-crowned. 

In thought, live evermore. 

Tiberias ! on thy crystal wave 
Heaven's glory lingers yet : — 

Can God-like love, strong as the grave, 
Jerusalem forget ? 
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OHN'S evangelic tale of love divine 
Illustrated in Cana's festal wine. 
When Jesus gave, to bless the nuptial board. 
The " conscious water " blushing at His word, — 
Declares His glory in the light of grace 
Shed forth on this obscure and lowly place. 

Poor for our sakes, so richly yet did He 
Bestow on village-homes of Galilee 
Unspeakable and priceless wealth of love. 
Scattering afar His treasures from above — 
Blessing the poor, and giving them to share. 
Amidst their homely joys, rich gifts and rare. 

Disdaining not His friendship to extend 

To such. He was, in chief, the Sinner's Friend ; 

He shunned them not, for Jesus came to be 

A Brother, bom for their adversity : 

Pitying souls *' lost, and ruined by the fall," 

His word was ever " Come unto Me, all." 
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Attracting many a weary, sinfU throng. 

That followed, where, in grace. He passed along. 

To hear the wondrous parables of love 

He spake, their hard and rugged hearts to move. 

And teach them, from their low-bom cares, to raise 

Their thoughts to heaven, above earth's sordid ways : 

The prodigal, ainong swineherds, to inspire 
With a soul-elevating, new desire, — 
Turning his gaze where the home-country lies. 
To seek his Father, saying, " I will arise,** — 
No more, with errant steps, again to roam 
Forgetfid of the " God, who is our Home." 

Not His the cold, repellant glance to shame 

The poor, who sought His fellowship to claim. 

Owning the links of nature — without sin, — 

Which blend all ranks, and make the whole world kin. 

He sanctified the bonds of social union. 

And made them types of holier communion. 

His first of miracles, in Galilee, 

Done at a feast, for men of low degree, — 

Changing the water into this glad wine. 

An emblem of the Fruit of God's true Vine, — 

A foretaste of the marriage-feast on high. 

And joy of heaven's unbroken harmony : 
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So manifesting, in clear lines of light. 
The glory of His own creative might, — 
Reveals Him sharer of our bliss below. 
Who tpok a part in all our human woe : 
God in our nature, by whose life we live. 
The spring of each true joy that earth can give. 

Oh, still we hear, from Cana's viUage-feast, 

A bridal strain, whose music hath not ceased ; — 

Yea, on each Galilean hill and shore 

Songs praise the ** Well-beloved " evermore, — 

Thence wafted o'er the Syrian hills of myrrh. 

With turtle-voices from their groves of fir. 

Faith, listening while they speak His glory, — now 
Would ask no miracles His grace to show : — 
For watching, to achieve their highest good. 
The welfare of the human Brotherhood, 
Turning to blessings even life's seeming ill. 
The Guest of Cana works His wonders still. 
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EE, like an eagle's nest. 

Throned on its rock-crowned hill, 
S The towers of Salem rest 
Above dark Kedron's rill ; — 
High on her mount of holiness 
Set, as a landmark true, to guide and bless. 

Mark ye her bulwarks fair. 

And coxmt her holy towers. 
In stately beauty there 

Amid the cypress-bowers : — 
A refuge from the heathen night. 
With Truth's own lamp of life for altar-light. 

Amid the nations dark, — 

The world's tempestuous sea, — 
To Israel's sons an ark 

From doubt and danger free, — 
Where, bending o*er the Mercy-throne, 
Jehovah's presence ever guards His own. 
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Unbroken yet the spell 

Of ancient sanctitude, — 
They rever«nce it well. 
Both priest and multitude : 
While echoing voices still prolong 
The first, dear hallowed strains of Zion's song. 

The world's ignoble strife. 

Its revelry, or din, — 
The cares of common life, — 
Not here should venture in : 
What meaneth, then, the untoward clang 
Where silvern trumpet-tones erst sweetly rang ? 

Within these courts divine 

What voice is this we hear ? 
Such, David, is not thine — 
Thy voice of godly fear. 
In '* grave, sweet melodies *' of praise. 
Meet for the solemn joy of holy days. 

Where is the priestly throng ? 
Ye keepers of the door, — 
Is Zion's mount of song 
Less sacred than of yore, — 
That here, within its hallowed gates. 
Disorder thus intrudes and agitates ? 
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Whence cometh this vile sound, — 

The jingle of the mart, — 
Shall trader dare be found 
Here practising his art ? 
Freely, as in the world's Exchange, 
Shall traffickers the Temple-precincts range ? 



? 



Round altars that, of old. 

With spotless victims bled. 
Here doves are bought and sold, — 
With sheep and oxen led 
Base sacrifice to Mammon's shrine, — 
By founders of the fell Simoniac line. 

But who is this they see 

Enter the holy place, — 
While suddenly they flee. 
Quailing, before His face. 
Whose lofty glance and eye severe. 
Arrest with awful sternness their career ? 

Beneath His moral power. 

With small symbolic scourge. 
Those earthy natures cower. 
And fly, as sweeps the surge 
From ofi^ the unmoved rocks that rise 
Beyond all floods, — they and their merchandize. 
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Brute force and numbers driven 

By one unaided arm, — 
Whence is the strength thus given 
That moves them with aUrm ? 
What voice hath hushed the tumult vile. 
Restoring here the peace that reigned erewhile ? 

Is this the Temple's Lord, 

Whose countenance of ire. 
And high commanding word. 
Impel them to retire ? 
Is this the expected King of Glory, 
The promised One of old prophetic story ? 

Ye gates of Zion close 

On Mammon's devotees, — 
Truth's worst and direst foes 
Are numbered among these ; 
And, in her courts, let sounds of praise 
Alone be echoed, as in holier days. 

Make not this House of Prayer 

A grovelling robber's den ; 
A haunt of sordid care, — 
Take these things hence again : 
Here should but high aspirings' dwell, — 
Make not the gate of heaven, a door of hell. 
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On Bethlehem's terraced rock. 

Fringed with its olive-groves. 
The bleatings of the flock. 
Or sound of moaning doves. 
Were sweet, — but on Moriah's hill. 
Let nature's voice of eloquence be still. 

Here, silence is divine ; 

The silences of prayer 
Seem golden links that shine 
Along the angelic stair. 
Guiding beyond the world afar. 
Our thoughts, to where the heart's right treasures are. 

Hence, then, all worldly guile, 

. All anxious thought and care. 

Here be our souls, the while. 
Aloft with angels there, — 
Before our Father's throne of grace. 
Where all the just made perfect see His face. 
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^^ i^oto can ft^tu C^rngg lie ? '' 

EACHER of wisdom. Heaven-sent Master- 
Mind, — 
Canst thou not solve our being's mystery, — 

Life's spiritual secrets are not hid from Thee, 
Oh, minister of souls diseased and blind ! 
Nay, though, in darkness, God's true light hathshined, — 

It teaches not to search in things too high — 

Too deep, and wonderful for mortal eye : 
Blest and soul-satisfying truth they find 
Who, through the Spirit's new and holier birth. 

Enter the kingdom and the life of heaven ; 
Yet read faith's parable in things of earth, — 

The symbolries in nature's working given : 
Tell whence fly winged winds, and whither blow, — 
Ere finite thought inquire. His hidden ways to know. 
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Y this old wayside fount, let faith, awhile. 
The time with meditation sweet beguile, — 
In thought, reposing where our Saviour found 
A resting-place on the same hallowed ground, — 
Beside its mystic ever-springing well. 
Where thoughts of Christ for ever lingering dwell. 
Here, life's sojourners, wearied on their way. 
Unfailing water still may seek to-day. 
And quench the soul's great thirst with living streams 
Of blessedness beyond all earthly dreams. 
Yea, at this sacred fountain, we may hold 
Communion with our Lord like her of old, — 
Seeing, as she beheld Him, in His rest, — 
Yet working, that souls, weary, may be blest ; 
And still, from grace unspeakable and free. 
Richly, O wanderer, giving all to thee. 
Quench here thy thirst, and thou shalt thirst no more* 
For the same Living Waters that, of yore. 



78 Jacob's Well 



Gushed forth that void and erring heart to fill. 
Flow in their fulness through life's desert still. 



Fair are thy landscapes, O Samaria, sweet 

And beauteous, are the scenes where Jesus' feet 

Passed o'er thy fields in weariness that day 

To seek, and save His lost sheep far away ! 

Oh, gracious symbol of Salvation's well. 

What blissful tidings yet thy ruins tell ! 

Thy deep, still waters seem to speak to me 

In stronger tones than yon great sounding sea : 

Thy voices fall with music on mine ear. 

Dwellers by proud Euphrates never hear. 

For by thy side, dim through the centuries. 

My Saviour's form faith's vision still descries ; 

Sees Him, as oft in journeyings below. 

Friend in our need, a Brother of our woe : 

Thence, through the ages, sound His words of grace. 

As when they blessed Samaria's alien race. 

While way-worn pilgrims through the valleys speed 

That from Judean hills to Sychar lead. 

And hither turn, to pause and contemplate 

This holy spot of earth where Jesus sate, — 

Forlorn, deserted as a ruined shrine. 

Silence surrounds its memories divine : 
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But, grateful as the lonely desert-palm. 

Under whose shade they seek refreshment, calm, — 

With sound more blessed than its fount unseen. 

To travellers that beneath its shadows lean, — 

Still doth that voice of love ineffable. 

In echoes passing sweet, haunt Jacob's Well. 




8o The Mount of Beatitudes. 




ROM Sunium's rock, whose ruined colonnade 
Yet gleams a landmark on its "marble steep," 
Our eyes behold, as Plato's thence surveyed. 
The classic shore of the ^gean deep. 

Standing apart with philosophic gaze. 

Beside Athena's once majestic shrine. 
In nature's temple blending with her praise 

The soul's mute worship of the things divine : 

The Sage to his disciples there instilled 

Great thoughts and subtle, — reasonings profound, — 
For his high, God-like intellect was skilled 

All wisdom's metaphysic depths, to sound. 

But vain his search to solve life's secrets dim. 
By science led, and lights of ancient lore. 

Yet, while Truth's hidden fount was sealed to him, — 
He grasped a thought sublime, — the Evermore. 
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Above the Olympic heights his fancies soared, — 
Beyond the Elysian fields, to glorious skies 

Where throned on high. Life's universal Lord 
Illumes a land whose sunlight never dies. 

Oh ! sweet the ray which in that pagan night. 
Athwart the sadness of its utter gloom. 

Broke as some lonely taper's distant light. 

Cheering the pilgrim with a glimpse of home ! 

O'er the dark bounds of this mortality, 

Plato looked forth, and saw life's struggling beam 

Of hope irradiate futurity, — 

He recognized the soul's prophetic dream. 

Far off and dim the immortal daybreak shone 
O'er the horizon of life's mystery, — 

A presage in the soul which gleamed alone. 
Is it a star — a meteor — that we see ? 

Is there true hope behind that promise hid,^^ 
No mirage-gleam to mock the heart's despair,-«p- 

Philosopher ! thy reasonings cannot bid 

All doubt, with night's vague spectres, melt in air. 

G 
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No, not on Sunium's steep, or on the brow 
Of high Parnassus, did hope's perfect Day 

Pour its effulgence, as on stainless snow 

Gleams o*er the Alps, the morning's cloudless ray 

Not to the wise in Grecia*s classic shrines 
Of learning, did its blissful radiance break. 

But in that Land whence still its glory shines. 
To lowly dwellers by Gennesaret's lake. 

Not from the old poetic haunts of fame 
Or in the guise of sage philosophy, — 

But clothed in meekness of His wisdom, came 
The Teacher of the men of Galilee. 

Far from the antique, dusty lore of schools. 
On verdant hills and plains of Palestine, 

And by its shores. He taught the golden rules 
Of heavenly science, wisdom's arc divine. 

The art of living, while we live below. 

Faith's higher life, without suspense or fear, — 

The " noble lesson " Sages did not know, — 
Nurturing the deathless germ of being, here. 
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Christ to the hungering, weary multitudes 
Revealed the secret of the soul's true rest. 

And, on this Mount of the Beatitudes^ 

Showed them God's sons of peace already blest. 

Yea, blest and wise, for ye are wise for aye. 
Meek, lowly hearts who own a kingdom given. 

Whose heritage of peace is yours to-day. 
Sure intimation of the future heaven. 

So He, the world's great Light, the Life of men. 
Teaching His poor *' beneath the Syrian blue," — 

Brought our lost, living hope to light again, — 
A star with beams, unsetting, fadeless, true. 

The morning-star of Immortality, 

Himself, He rose our Everlasting Light, 

Before whose unveiled glory yet shall flee 

With scattered hosts of ill, the shades of night. 

Hail to that holy Light, the living ray. 

Whose amber gilds this Galilean hill 
With fore-gleams of heaven's own untroubled Day, 

Shed on us from its peaceful sunsets still. 

G 2 
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Steeped in the radiance of their " after-glow," 
The gracious teachings of our " Master-light " 

Stand on life's chequered page of joy and woe. 

Lines that through deepening shadows gleam more 
bright. 
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HE flowers, oh Palestine, that star thy plains, 
Or spring in valleys fed by dewy rains, — 
The lily of Mount Tabor, and the rose 
That in its fragrance yet on Sharon grows, — 
All in their well-known language speak of Him — 
The Plant renowned, the Rod of Jesse's stem. 
Still breathing lessons He interpreted. 
Writ on thy fields for ever to be read, — 
Yea, set in nature's; bright enamelling. 
That " life's quick travellers " hither wandering, 
Should fail not, where He once their grace admired. 
To learn, as they " consider " them, attired 
In the meek glory of their simpleness. 
Arrayed in immemorial loveliness. 
They blossom silent witnesses that teach 
High truths no vague philosophy can reach. 
And wiser than all preaching that but sighs 
O'er the vexation of life's vanities ; 
In dress outshining robes of Solomon, 
They tell of Him who sealed them for His own. 
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And bade them bloom afresh in each true heart,- 
( A mystic imagery beyond all art. 

To bring the Saviour near in every clime 
Where lilies grow — unchanging through all time. 



Divinest Lily-work of nature's God, 
Outspringing from the storied pasture-sod 
In rich profusion, carpet-like, to yield 
A pleasant couch for young roes of the field 
Returning from the distant spicy hills. 
To lie and feed by quiet meadow-rills, — 
SymboUing the Beloved and His rest 
Among the souls that He hath saved and blest. 
When thus in their companionship He feeds. 
Growing, as lilies in their fragrant meads 
Together, — while *' in joint communion high. 
Feeding the life of faith that ne'er can die : " 
Or, like the desert-flowers, in solitude. 
Blooming unsheltered where the winds are rude. 
Far from the thick-set blossoms clustering 
To weave a garb of beauty where they spring 
O'er pasture-fields beneath the summer-sun, 
Or flourishing where cool, still waters run : — 
As the fair Lily of the Song divine 
Whose bright, unfading hues immortal shine. 
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Still among thorns^ with stem unique and rare. 
Is gracing Syria's landscape meekly there ! 

Memorials sweet! ye blame the little faith 
Which will not trust our Lord in life, — to death, — 
Doubting the love that " bids the flower revive," 
And the strong cedar-trees of God survive 
Thousands of winter-storms, enduring all 
Unbroken, while around them kingdoms fall. 
Flowers of the garden, or the *' random bield," — 
Echoing the Syrian Lilies of the Field, — 
Silent ye ask, upspringing from the dust, 
** Is nature's voice to man alone unjust ? " 
^hall He that speaks the resurrection-word 
To each dead seed, life's universal Lord, — 
Raising, in power and beauty all its own, 
Whate'er in mortal weakness once was sown, — 
The noblest flower of earthly life betray 
With promises that bloom to fade away ? 
Do we not speak of hopes that will not die. 
Blossoming to fruit of immortality ?— 
Out of the grave, will He not victory bring. 
And say at last, O death, where is thy sting ? 

Ah, holier than the sacred Lotus-flower 
Of Indian grove, or dim Nilotic bower. 
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The lilies that voice forth in Palestine, 

With their still music, memories divine ! 

Scattering afar the fragrance of His Name, 

Like hallowed incense of the altar-flame, — 

A savour blest and dear to God and man, — 

As precious ointment poured of old which ran 

O'er priestly garments on the holy ground, — 

That name, anointed One, will sweetly sound 

For ever, in the true-believing ear. 

As airs ^olian, soft, harmonious, clear. 

Wafted from Syrian breezes that awake 

The lily-spices breathing o'er the lake. 

And mystery-haunted shores of Galilee, 

Whose waters murmuring, alway sing of Thee, — 

While on that age-worn beach for ever playing. 

And to the echoing hills of Bashan saying : 

On these lone shores where desolation dwells, 

Where fearless roam young foxes, — or gazelles 

That feed among the lilies as of yore, — 

Bright emblems of old truth for evermore, — 

A living Memory lingers, fresh and sweet 

As the wild-flowers once pressed here by His feet. 

That trod Gennesaret's wave miraculously 

To vindicate His power and sovereignty, — 

The Lord of nature, and true " God-made king," 

O'er all on earth, " of every living thing." 
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^^ fflJtte Sabe S^tm Strange C^ingji Co^iras/^ 

HE Healer's word, with wonder-working 

charm. 
Restores the vigour of the palsied arm, — 
To vindicate His power on earth to save 
From worse paralysis, souls in the grave 
Of spiritual death, sunk lifeless in their guilt. 
Unpardoned, and with hearts that never felt 
The prodigal's returning penitence. 
With yearnings for his lost inheritance, — 
His sinless childhood and a Father's love 
In God's dear " Homeland " paradise above ; — 
Giving a token even that such may know 
The large forgiveness He can still bestow. 
When, at Christ's word, the sick of palsy raised 
To life renewed, before the crowd amazed. 
Forthwith took up the couch whereon he lay, — 
Well said they, " We have seen strange things to- 
day." 
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And when the Son of Man on earth forgives 

One sick in soul that, healed, now henceforth lives. 

And heavenward with new eagle-strength doth rise. 

While, in his walk with God, he glorifies 

The healing Saviour whose all-quickening word 

His soul-prosperity and health restored, — 

Is here no miracle of moral power 

Inspiring awe, as in the marvellous hour 

When Christ proved His divine prerogative 

By God-like might, so God-like to forgive ? 

And many a Gospel-miracle yet shows — 

As when the lame and sick, of old, arose — 

The vital strength of evangelic truth 

To save, and quicken with renewing youth 

Souls dead in sins, thus raised to magnify 

The grace whose word hath wrought so wondrously. 

Oh sceptics, gazing on this miracle 

Whose hid phenomena ye cannot tell. 

Will ye not own the power of Christ and say : 

'* Yea, also we have seen strange things to-day ? ** 



Ah, stranger still it were if words not true 
So proved their force to quicken and subdue ! 
Behold yet mightier wonders they have done, — 
The larger conquests Gospel-truth hath won ; — 
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Barbarian races civilized^ and blest 

With heavenly treasures we have long possessed. 

And daily gathered to the peaceful fold 

Where the One Shepherd gathered us of old. 

Oh words of power, are ye not words of truth. 

Whose healing virtues o'er the world, in sooth. 

In many a heart's experience proved and known. 

Have shamed the unbelief that would disown 

The saving mission of the Crucified, — 

Confirming its meek trust in Him that died. 

Ye words, go forth, with free and glorious course. 

And illustrate, yet more, your heaven-born force, — 

In power triumphant, teaching men to say : 

" In truth, have we not seen strange things to-day ? " 



India, hear thou Christ's Gospel, and arise 

Quickened and healed, to loftier destinies ! 

His, the religion that alone can give 

The ** mighty hopes " that make it life to live : 

What no vain learning brings, it can bestow 

True peace of mind, heaven's foretaste here below ; — 

His are the only words that can awake 

Dead nations, and their palsied slumbers break. 

Oh China, listen to their wondrous spell. 

And yield to Jesus thy great citadel ! 
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He hath the balsam that can cure thy woes. 

And from His Gospel healing virtue flows 

Which would arrest the dull paralysis 

That hath enchained thee through long centuries. 

Isles of the sea ! oh hearken from afar, — 

Leave your dumb idols, and your gods of war : — 

Look unto Jesus, — be ye saved and healed 

Through the glad faith His Gospel hath revealed. 

Where Afric's ** sunny fountains " roll their sands 

Of gold, to pour their wealth to Christian lands, — 

Give we what gold and silver cannot buy. 

Truth that will teach men how to live and die. 

Bring all thy sick in death-like palsy lying. 

Oh earth, to Christ, and learn His hope undying, — 

Till the physician's words of healing balm 

Shall breathe o'er all the world millennial calm, 

When the true light and knowledge of the Lord 

In sea-like streams of glory shall be poured ; — 

Yea, let His saving health through earth be known 

Till Christ, as King, victorious reigns alone, — 

And none will teach, or learn its sacred lore 

When every heart the Saviour shall adore. 

This living miracle of modern times,— 

The Gospel's power in distant, savage climes, — 

Shall we not aim to realize, and pray 

To see more " strange " and glorious things to-day ? 
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i^ain. 




EEP not ! " the Resurrection and the Life " 
Commands thy dead to rise, — 
He calls him back to help thee in the strife, — 
The gladness of thine eyes ! 



Ah, well He knew thy sorrow and despair, — 

Bending beneath the rod. 
For He Himself hath learned our griefs to bear, — 

The sufiering Son of God. 

And more than one lone, stricken heart hath found 

Its consolation here, — 
Blest tones from this life-giving word resound 

In tvtrf mourner's ear. 

A voice of power from that historic plain. 

Forbids all eyes to weep 
In hopeless woe, while speaking thus from Nain — 

Death is not endless sleep. 



94 Nain, 

The Sun of Righteousness hath brought to light 

Life's immortality ; 
He speaks^ and out of darkness brings to sight 

Faith's after-victory. 

Bright is the sunrise-glow on Tabor's slope. 
Whose gleams Esdraelon fill, — 

Brighter those rays of life's immortal hope, 
Nain, o'er thee shining still. 
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S this light kindled only to expire, — 
Doth not the soul in wonder oft inquire ? 
ffl Or, when from dust its aspirations rise. 
Is it but tending to its native skies. 
Where, from the fulness of Infinity, 
The springs of being flowed mysteriously ? 

Whence are we ? yea, whence all that we behold, — 

The miracles and marvels manifold. 

Of nature and of life that yet display 

The energies unseen, from day to day, — 

Hid in the Fountain of creative might. 

Where wisdom dwells in uncreated Light ? 

Man s powers of mind are God-like, — is he God ? 

No, but a fellow of the worm he trod, 

As he walked proudly, where he shall yet lie 

Ere long beside it, ignominiously. 

Dust goes to dust, — but he is not all earth, — 

And shall it claim what was not of its lyrth ? 
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The soul is Gcxl-like, — shall it not return 
Thus also to its like^ and from death's urn 
Escaping, through the gateway of the grave. 
Rejoin the Fount whose life its being gave 
And, in some nobler form, renew its powers 
With bloom perennial, in imfading bowers ? 

And "this Man," — do we question whence He 

came,— 
What is His secret and mysterious name, — 
Who, perfect in His human nature true. 
Seems like a God to speak, to will and do ? 
; Are not this wisdom, and these works of might 
Tokens of power, unearthly, infinite ? 

So reasoned witnesses, who saw Him here, — 
The Godhead in a servant's form appear. 
Is man like God ? then did His Son blaspheme 
While He confessed, I am not what I seem, — 
But One who was, ere dawned even Abraham's 
day,— 
♦ The Word that was with God, — " I am " — for aye ? 
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HAT is truth absolute ? — and who can tell 
The bounds of nature from a miracle 
Of power, at work from its own primal 



source,- 



Where blends material with mind's vital force ? 

How those creative energies are swayed. 

Still working, as when heaven and earth were made. 

That baffle science with their mysteiy. 

In order moving on perpetually ; 

Sustaining all things, and through life to death 

Preserving sentient being's vital breath, — 

The wondrous life that animates this clay. 

Which turns to dust when that hath passed away ? 

What, to this hourly miracle, ye wise. 

The wonders wrought beneath the Syrian skies. 

On the grey hills and shores of Galilee, — 

Marvels, your science reasons, — could they be ? 

What if His hand, whose providential care 
Hath clad the lilies, tends the fowls of air, — 

H 
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Disclosed its power to organize, at will. 
The hidden forces of creation still,^ — 
Suspending laws of nature, to maintain 
His privilege to order them again. 
As their First Cause, and thus with might to prove 
That He it is through whom we live and move, — 
By whom all things above, below, consist. 
And in dependent creaturehood exist ? 

Born in ignorance, vain man yet would be 
Wise above all divinest mystery. 
He, to himself a wonder unexplored, — 
Leaving Creation's primal Fount ignored, — 
Would bind all force with " cold, material laws " 
Yielding to no originative Cause 
Which, dwelling once in sovereignty, alone, 
In freedom yet controls what is His own. 

Faith to the scorner's unbelieving sneer 
But answers. Come and listen meekly here : 
Yea, look on Him whose power thou wouldst deny. 
For if thou gaze, with an impartial eye. 
On Jesus whom Evangelists portrayed— 
An image such as fiction never made,— 
He is Himself an evidential light 
Stronger than all His works and words of might ; — 
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Yet these are written that we may believe, — 
Shall we refuse their witness to receive ? 

*' I have compassion : '* — human Voice of God, 
Hath language from the lips of angels flowed 
So gracious as thy speech, — so musical, — 
Breathing its law of kindness thus to all ? 
When shall we hear that tender voice again, 
Blessing earth's multitude of weary men ? 
Nay, listen, is it not here sounding still. 
In tones, whose music all the earth shall thrill ? 
The written words yet breathe the living voice 
That bade the wayworn crowd of old rejoice ; — 
And, we, the dwellers of this far-off time. 
Are hearing accents in a distant clime. 
Whose echoes haunt Bethsaida's lonely strand — 
The sacred shore, where once that pitying hand 
Was stretched to feed the hungering multitude 
With symbols of the true, enduring food, — 
The meat no labour of our hands can buy. 
Whereof the soul may eat, and never die. 

He is the Living Bread that each may share, — 
There is enough for all, and yet to spare. 
This crowning miracle of heavenly grace. 
Was shadowed forth amidst that desert-place,— 

H 2 
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Bethsaida's wilderness of pasture-sod. 
In broken emblems of the Bread of God, 
Dispensed by Jesus to the fainting throng ; — 
The true Passover of prophetic song. 
He there revealed His God-like love and power 
Anew to Israel in that wondrous hour : 
As when of old on Sinai's arid plain, — 
Thirsting for heaven's refreshing dews in vain, — 
Each mom disclosed to wondering, wearied eyes, 
Beneatli the dawn, a fresh and glad surprise. 
Outspreading, like the soft, new-fallen snow, — 
As honied streams o'er Canaan wont to flow, — 
The manna from above, the corn of heaven. 
To pilgrim-multitudes of Israel given. 

So, silently, distils the hidden shower 
Of fruit, that blossoms not from tree or flower. 
With angels' food the longing soul to feed. 
Yea, bread of life, the soul's true meat indeed : 
Sustaining it along life's pilgrim-way. 
With the true desert-manna day by day. 
He that for us His broken body gave. 
The hungering multitudes of earth to save, — 
The ever-present, mystic. Living Bread 
Whereby our nature's higher life is fed, — 
To ^th, shall, in Himself^ for ever be 
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The daily miracle^ continually 

Thus symbolized in that long pilgrimage, — 

God's miracle of love,, from age to age 

Now traced in eucharistic mysteries. 

That hold the everlasting memories 

Which the believing heart there still embalms. 

While feeding, as beneath the desert-palms 

Israel once fed where all was parched and sere, — 

A figure of life's wilderness around us here. 
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*^ Co WSL^tm %%dX\ toe ®o ? '' 

O whom. Lord, shall we go ? shall we explore 
Through dim, Egyptian temple-colomiades. 
To learn the ancient, visionary lore 
And wisdom hid within their mystic shades ? 

To whom. Lord, shall we go ? shall we descry 
With Eastern sages, in the starry spheres 

The hallowed light of spiritual mystery. 
And follow them as heaven-anointed Seers ? 

To whom. Lord, shall we go ? far in the wild 
Of Scythian forests, men with rites obscure. 

Seek, in their Gothic fastnesses exiled. 
The favour of the Unseen to secure : 

Shall we, like them, adore a God unknown, — 
Or grope in dark Pantheons for His shrine, — 

Striving with blind devotion to atone 

For guilt, that we may stay the wrath divine ? 
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To whom, Lord^ shall we go I the gods of Greece 
Are broken idols, — " oracles are dumb ; " — 

In vain we ask at holier shrines for peace, — 

To whom, now, but to Thee, Lord, shall we come ? 

No more from earth's vain altars shall we seek 

The peace that calms the soul with heaven at strife ; 

To Thee, oh Christ, we turn, for Thou dost speak 
The words of true, divine, eternal life. 
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C$r (Soatstjs of Csre anir Sb^tm. 

H, ancient Tyre, on thy neglected shore 
The sons of Syria gather wealth no more ; — 
Phoenicia's merchant-barks no longer trade 
Along thy coasts forsaken and decayed, — 
Spreading their broidered sails, in every breeze. 
To the far west, o'er old Levantine seas : 
Thy mariners and pilots, wise and brave. 
No more, aloft, thy silken banners wave. 
And tread thy ship -boards with a conqueror's pride. 
As when, a royal Barge, thou seemed to glide 
Queen of the Seas, — and when from Lebanon's brow 
They took its goodly cedars for thy prow 
And masts, witli oaks of Bashan for thine oars 
To bring thee riches from earth's distant shores. 
Strong in pre-eminence thy glory shone 
Afar, oh Tyre ! in brightness all thine own. 
When thou with proud magnificence wert decked. 
Supreme in god-like strength, ere all was wrecked* 

Renowned for wisdom, perfect in thy day 
Of power and beauty, till it passed away, — 
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Thy walls are swept from this bare, rocky shore. 

Thy songs have ceased, thy harps are heard no more. 

Yet, since thy fleeting wealth swift -winged hath flown. 

Have not thy coasts a nobler traffic known ? 

Thy princes with " barbaric pearl and gold,*' 

Robed in their palaces, were throned of old. 

Superb in softest Eastern luxury. 

In blue and purple, gems and ivory. 

A King they knew not, came in lowlier guise 

To teach the poor truths hidden from the wise ; 

Riches, more precious far than rubies. He 

Bestowed, a royal largess, bounteous, free. 

Treasures of grace, the merchandise of heaven. 

With goodly pearls of greatest price, were given 

To all, without a price, who could not buy : 

And, far surpassing robes of Tyrian dye, 

A wedding-garment, — ^yea, the " glorious dress " 

And snow-white, blood-washed robe of righteousness. 

Oh, blest discoveries of wealth, unknown 
To Tyre and Sidon, ere they were overthrown ! 
Brighter thy glory, in this latter day 
When, on thy fallen towers, that Gospel-ray 
Beamed, with a lustre which they never knew 
Erst, when, of yore, thy glittering sceptre threw 
Its dazzling gleams athwart the subject main. 
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And summoned tribate-rcalms to g^ tfay reign, — 

When, in her perfect beauty, Tynis stood 

like some fiur Landmark towering o'er the flood. 

The glorious light that dawned in Jodah's land. 
Scattered its radiance o'er Phoenicia's strand. 
And He that took thy emeralds, pmple, gold — 
Thy ancient idols, — did not then withhold 
The lasting riches of His grace from thee. 
There, on thy ruins, beside the wailing sea. 
In place of thy long-silent festal mirth. 
He offered joys and gladness not of earth : 
Seafaring men along that Syrian coast. 
Sought out by One who came to save the lost. 
Heard from His lips divine a sweeter sound 
Than music ever breathed while Tyrus was renowned. 
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FT, by the peopled shores of Galilee, 
Where the low, murmurous music of its sea 
Blends with those voices of the city-throng. 
That as of restless waters sound along, — 
The God-like presence of the Nazarene 
Amid the thoughtless multitude is seen. 
Seeking no earthly paradise of pleasure 
In long delicious hours of ease and leisure,— 
In some lone, pastoral. Arcadian glen. 
Far fi-om the haunts of sinful, weary men :— 
Jesus sought there lost sheep of Israel's fold, — 
The same who led them all the days of old. 
Bearing His people as on eagles' wings. 
In grace afflicted with their sufferings : 
The same Almighty Shepherd of His flock, — 
Amidst the seas their everlasting Rock, 
Their Covenant-Angel, whose own present power 
Saved them in many a dark and evil hour. 
Here, once again, in thronged Decapolis, 
He waits to serve them with His ministries. 
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Passing, as oft His wont, from solitude 
To His own God-like work of doing good, — 
And welcomes one more sufferer to His side. 
To find the grace to none who sought denied. 

With its mute eloquence the dumb eye gazed 
On the Consoler, while on high He raised 
That sigh which spake deliverance, and unsealed 
The fount of language, — the mind's deafness healed. 
" Be opened," — in thine car what melody 
Of speech, oh dumb one ! whispers thus to thee : — 
Thy Saviour's voice is speaking to thy soul. 
Breathing this music that doth make thee whole. 
From lips, whence, poured in streams of grace, doth flow 
The charity that yearns to heal all woe ; 
For He it is that thus would break each chain, — ' 
Restoring all that once was lost again : 
And speaks with human tenderness to tell 
Of mercy infinite, ineffable, — 
Love stronger than death's deep, mysterious wave, — 
Unquenched by many waters or the grave. 
Oh, exquisitely sweet beyond all words. 
That still, small voice of love which loosed the cords 
Of utterance and expression, and unbound 
The frozen sense and consciousness of sound. 
The low, soft, gentle tones of Jesus' voice 
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Bid thee, from henceforth, evermore rejoice. 

And set thy stammering tongue and spirit free 

To praise the Saviour that redeemeth thee. 

His were the tones that ^%t awoke thine ear 

The music of a human voice to hear : 

His was the voice that first breathed o'er thy heart 

Those melodies of grace that earthbom art 

Will ne'er outrival, — ^in the loving strain 

We shall not hear till Jesus comes again, — 

The living Christ who was and is to come. 

The same that healed the lame, the blind, the dumb. 

•' He hath done all things well," thy speechless prayer 

Is turned to songs. His wonders to declare. 

All things have worked for good ; thy suffering, — 
Oh mourner, and thy loss, did they not bring* 
From earth's vain, worldly multitude aside. 
Thy soul in heavenlier ways of faith to guide. 
Nearer to Christ, a happier life to share,-— 
In His companionship the Cross to bear ? 
Bless thou the sorrow which thus brought thee nigh 
To learn ** our Fellow-Sufierer's" sympathy. 
Dumb soul, healed by His word, speak forth His fame 
And shed abroad the savour of His name, — 
Whose love intense, and true humanity. 
With kindness of divine philanthropy. 
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Glowed in the burning, sacrificial flame 

From God's own heart, on Calvary's cross of shame. 

And in the life-blood of the Crucified 

Flowed from His hands, and feet, and wounded side. 

Sighing for others' grief He came to bear, — 
Weeping o'er some sad, human heart's despair, — 
Jesus in spirit groaned to realize 
Man's sorrow, while He suaged its agonies. 
He suffered, innocent, the pain of guilt. 
Remorseful pangs for our offences felt. 
Ah, who the travail of His soul may know. 
Through life, thus burthened with our cross of woe. 
While His long way of grief on earth He trod. 
Afflicted, smitten by a righteous God, — 
Enduring unto death our miseries. 
Chastised and bruised for our iniquities, — 
When, as our substitute, the Saviour bore 
The stripes that healed us then for evermore ? 

What heart so dull no grace like His can move. 

Knowing this tale of sorrow and of love ? 

Come, listen to that sigh which speaks to thee. 

Oh sinner, from the shores of Galilee, 

And turn, if but a mute, imploring eye 

To Him that hung for lis on Calvary. 

Hear ye, oh deaf, the word of Christ, and live ; 

And dumb no more, to Him your life-praise give* 
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T was not genius, wit, or poetry, — 
Eloquence, with intellectual force 
By streams of knowledge from old Learn- 
ing's source 
Nourished and cultured well and studiously ; 
Nor was it philosophic reasoning high : — 
But grace and wisdom, from a living spring, 
Welled from His lips, in words whose echoes ring 
In human hearts, — a heaven-born melody, — 

Through the far ages that have come and gone, — 
And, even as harmonies that evermore 
Break, in deep organ-tones, on ocean's shore, — 

Still with undying music sounding on ; — 
Whose sweetness yet each morning ever new 
Falls softly on the heart, like pearls of freshest dew. 
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N its far height, as Tabor's, seen alone, — 

A sudden glory shone ; — 
Was it the mystic flame that met their gaze 
Who looked on Sinai's blaze ? — 
Or but the roseate dawn vrhile first it glowed. 

Whose golden beams thus flowed 
Transfiguring earth to heaVen, a little while. 
With their effulgent smile ? 

No, — midst the darkness of this mortal night. 

Behold the breaking light 
Of immortality hath pierced the cloud 

That wraps life as a shroud ; — 
Gleams of a light which ne'er was seen before 

Brightening on sea or shore, — 
Yea, glimpses of the future glory, see 

On that Mount of mystery ! 

In shining garments of translucent white. 
There, in that wondrous light,— 
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Fairer than Hermon's robe of glistering snow. 

And radiance on his brow, — 
The Son of God His majesty revealed. 

From all eyes else concealed,— 
The Father's glory mirrored in His face. 

And sunlight of His grace. 

Showing eye-witnesses His glorious power 

In that prophetic hour, — 
Auroral gleamings of the perfect Day, 

When Life's " eternal ray ** 
Will glad all hearts, the saints of every clime. 

Of late, and elder time, — 
And light shall stream o'er earth from glory's Fount 

As on the Holy Mount ! 
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%%% Etg^t of Etie. 

APTIZED in still Siloam's stream. 

The blind with open ^Gi 
!l Anointed, wakes from life's dark dream. 
To know the Only Wise. 

To gaze on his Redeemer's face. 

And hail the holy light. 
And saving vision of His grace 

Ineffable and bright 

A symbol of the mystery. 

That faith, alone, can learn 
By grace, the light of truth to see. 

The Saviour to discern. 

Souls, in the fountain of His blood 
Cleansed, and with unction poured 

On blinded eyes, the Son of God, 
In faith, have thus adored. 
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Lord, heal with Thy true light from heaven 

All blindness of the soul ; 
To us be faith's anointing given 

To cleanse, and make us whole. 

Lighten our darkness, and bestow 
Those gleams that never shone 

Else, on the cloud-wrapped world below,— 
Light from Thy " gloiy-throne." 

Give to our souls, as to the blind 

Washed in Siloam's flood, — 
The single eye and childlike mind 

To see the Son of God. 

To see Him in His word revealed. 

The world's true saving Light, 
No more by unbelief concealed, — 

Shrouded in error's night. 

Disclose Thyself in vision blest 

To all true hearts, and say, — 
" On Me, let your dim eyelids rest, — 

The sweet light of your day." 

I a 
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Souls, wearied of the blinding glare — 
The vain world's empty show, — 

Turn ye to this calm effluence rare. 
Its tranquil, blissful glow. 

See on life's pilgrim- way it gleams, 

A pillar-light to guide 
Our paths, where still, refreshing streams 

Along the desert glide. 

Light of the world ! who follow on 

In ^th, led thus by Thee, 
Look, as they quit life's shadows gone^ 

More and more light to see. 
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HEY loved Him not — those Pharisees,- 
He liked not their hypocrisies. 
And their religious mockeries 
In wrath He scorned, — 
While wisely their vain sophistries 
He overturned. 

For those divinely human eyes 
Could penetrate the fair disguise 
That hid their sanctimonious lies 

With lengthened prayers ; 
Fringes, and broad phylacteries. 

At feasts and fairs. 

Their Pharisaic pride He shamed. 
When they His grace to sinners blamed. 
While He in priestcraft's ear proclaimed 

His Gospel free. 
As, for all souls alike. He claimed 

Truth's liberty. 
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With formalists, the Levite tribe. 
The self-sufficient, hireling Scribe, 
The Sadducee with mocking gibe. 

Gainsaying sneer,— 
All join to hate Him, and proscribe 

The Faith they fear. 

But o'er life's weary, dolorous way 
He passed serene from day to day, — 
His soul in strength of patience lay 

Reposed on God, — 
Ofttimes in spirit far away 

While earth He trod. 

When His malignant foes in vain 
Strove with their slanderous lips to stain 
The name of Jesus, — with disdain 

He saw their wiles, — 
Masking each venomed shaft of pain 

With villain-smiles. 

Skilled in vile arts of Jesuitry, — 
With practised ingenuity. 
And serpent-like sagacity. 

Those vipers knew 
Which darts to fling, and dexterously 

Could aim them true. 
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They wrest His words,— their meanings fair, — 
With subtle questions seek to snare, — 
But He that bade His sheep beware 

Of wolfish men. 
Hath answered wellj — ^nor shall they dare 

Ask such again. 

Truth's simple majesty prevails, 
And all the strength of malice fails 
To shake the stronghold it assails. 

And, in disgrace. 
Its cowardly, treacherous spirit quails 

Before His face. 

Beyond those slimy waves that roar 
About Him, doth His spirit soar. 
Their rage enduring evermore 

With God-like calm, — 
Erect, as stands when storms are o'er 

The Desert-Palm. 

Oh, if there be some dreadful hell. 
Whose mental torture none can tell. 
Surely the foretastes of it dwell 

In hearts like these, — 
Its doom already sounds the knell 

Of Pharisees ! 
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How can their evil generation 
Escape that after-condemnation^ 
Unless they heed the invitation, — 

From villany, — 
Their minds' own hell, — to seek salvation 

Eternally ? 
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ISHONOURED city ! erst exalted high,— 
The home of Jesus, when His works of 
power 

And grace, were wrought in thy once ^voured 
hour; — 
Ah, who can tell where now thy ruins lie ? 
Strangers but search in vain, and with a sigh. 

They turn to watch the gleaming waves that break. 
With ceaseless music, on Gennesaret's lake. 
As in those prosperous days when thou wert by. 
Oh, lost Capernaum, what hath brought thee low, — 

Could not thy Prophet's wonder-working hand 
Stay the destroying angel's vengeftd blow. 

And, like the winds, stern Nemesis withstand ? 
No, perverse, unbelieving in thy woe, — 

He left thy bark shipwrecked on its forgotten 
strand. 
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®5e Cemple* 

EHOLD these goodly towers. 
And costly buildings rare, — 
What are fair Grecian shrines, in classic 
bowers. 
To Zion's house of prayer ? 

But in this stately Fane, 

Where old devotion dwells, — 
What voice of warning here, alas ! in vain. 
Its swift destruction tells ? 

Destroy this, — I will raise 
A holy tower on high. 
Whose glory ye shall see in latter days 
Transcend its symbolry. 

This emblem of the true. 
With fashions of the Past, — 
The olden shadows of the covenant new, — 
Give place unto this last. 
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The Temple where the soul 
With fitness may adore. 
Will stand in light when earthly shadows roll 
Away for evermore. 



What hoary temples dim. 
Of marble and fine gold. 
With sculptured pillars, can compare with Him 
Whose glories were of old ? 

In majesty of grace. 
Strong, indestructible. 
Enthroned in wisdom's high and holy place. 
Serene those glories dwell. 

They shine " with beams of love " 
In Jesus' face for ever. 
And, like unfading stars that smile above. 
Their splendour passeth never. 

Hast Thou no symboUed rest. 
And dwelling-place below. 
Where all Thy saints may hold communion blest. 
With benedictions, now ? 
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Temple of Deity, — 

Wisdom's Eternal Word ! 
The Church of all the ages shrineth Thee, — 
The Body of her Lord. 

Where'er believers meet 

They stand on holy ground, — 
Whenever two or three in union sweet 
Conjoin, Thy Church is found. 

Yea, in some lonely heart 
Where throbs devotion true. 
Thou hast a Temple nobler far than art 
Hath likened to our view. 



Here is Thy dwelling-place, — 

This soul which Thou hast made, — 
True Tabernacle, where Thy heavenly grace 
And glory, are displayed. 

God-built, "the Dome of thought" 
Alone is fit to be 
Thy choice abode, to last when time is not. 
In inmiortali^. 
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From this high altar-shrine 

We bless the hallowed Name, — 
As suppliants bend to worship the Divine 
Before the mystic flame : 

And midst the solemn shade 
Of eve's " religious hour, " 
In lone conmiunion, through some still arcade. 
Approach an unseen Power. 

Thus, Lord, we worship Thee, — 
Star of our being's night, — 
True Temple of the Godhead-mystery, — 
Shrine of the Light of Light. 

Shrine of the Triune God, 
The Father, Spirit, Son, — 
Through Thee, and Thy all-reconciling blood. 
We seek the Holy One. 
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EHOLD, Jerusalem in prospect lies, — 
Jerusalem, at last, salutes our eyes ! " 
Thus hath the voice of many a pilgrim- 
band 
Broken the stillness of ImmanuePs Land, 
Since the Crusading host, on bended knees. 
In presence of undying memories. 
First gazed upon thy battlemented walls. 
City of Peace, and solenm festivals ! 

So yet, with eyes of faith, we now behold 
That scene of wonders by our fathers told. 
Viewing afar its monuments of love. 
And pitying grace, all human thoughts above : 
In every crumbling relic, feach worn tower. 
We look on mute memorials of the hour 
When He that lived and died for us and thee. 
Spake to all ages here, " Remember Me." 

Dear is thy dust, Jerusalem ; for His sake. 
Even in thy nameless ruins, who can but take 
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Pleasure, — no passing traveller's delight, — 
Holding their fragments precious in his sight ? 
Twas here that " He, who was our Surety, died," — 
Here that the Son of God was crucified, — 
And, gleaming o*er thy wreck. His cross we see 
In faith's clear vision, still, on Calvary. 

Jerusalem, City of our Saviour-King ! 

To thy dear memories of that cross we cling : 

Holy and beauteous yet thy Landmarks seem. 

Each flower and tree, each fountain, hill and stream. 

Clothed in ideal light, to fancy's eye. 

Excelling all earth's fairest scenery, — 

Mount Olivet, Gethsemane, Siloam,— 

To sweeter scenes where will thy palmers roam ? 

Along the steep where He in triumph rode 
O'er scattered palms, to Salem's loved abode. 
Where Kedron's brook, lit by those gleams to-day, 
** With saddened voice here murmurs on her way," 
We trace the paths where once our suffering God 
In human guise earth's vale of sorrows trod. 
And through thy streets, faith yet can follow Him 
Climbing the way of grief, Jerusalem ! 

Ah, Holy City, on thy Temple-Throne 
Long since' the glory of Jehovah shone ; 
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But that hath passed, and now no kingly hand 
Holds David's sceptre, where, in Judah's Land, 
It waved victorious in triumphal calm. 
Beneath the shade of thy symbolic Palm ; 
Yet they who love thee need no Temple-shrine 
To keep and guard thy memories divine. 

In the soul's Temple, fashioned not with hands. 
The image of the dying Saviour stands. 
With graven records of His life and death. 
Dwelling in each believing heart by faith ; 
For God to His elected hath revealed 
That heavenly image, by the Spirit sealed. 
In them a true, ideal likeness fair, — 
Christ lives their hidden hope of glory there. 

Fallen Jerusalem ! can we say farewell, — 
With a last, parting glance thy bulwarks tell ? 
No, for thou livest in our hearts for ever. 
Shrined there with Him, to be forgotten never, — 
Till in the free Jerusalem above. 
We taste the fulness of a Saviour's love, — 
And join the saintly host's adoring hymn 
With hallelujahs, in Jerusalem! 
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LIVET ! unto thee faith turns her eye 
Away from prouder steeps that gleam on 
high,— 

From Alps that soar above Italian fields 
Of loveliness, where each scene of beauty yields 
A changed delight; — from the blue hills that rise. 
In Hellas, to her famed Elysian skies: 
From the pine-fringed Sierras of the west; — 
From cloud- wrapped granite peaks where eagles rest : — 
From the ice-fields of '' gray old Norroway," 
Glistering in summer-light, she turns away. 
High over Andes she can bend her gaze 
To look beyond all else that travellers praise, — 
And sees a light that sunrise never shed 
On snow-crowned summits, fall on thy meek head. 
Yea, where the fairest heaven the Indian knows 
Shines in the crystal, silvern light that glows 
Circling the Himalayas' icy throne 
Amid the splendours of his torrid zone, — 
She lingers not in Cashmere's happy vale. 
To dream with lotus-eaters of the dale, — 
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And views in earth's sublimest scenery. 
Nothing to draw her. Olivet, from thee. 

Girdled with beauty which is not thine own. 
Whose *' consecration '* dwells on earth, alone, — 
Each tender, wayside flower that gems thy sod 
Blooms to remind us of our Saviour-God ; — 
And, hark, on every bough, and quivering spray. 
Are tongues that speak with eloquence to-day, — 
Teaching, in language known to every heart. 
With skill beyond the symbolry of art; — 
Each Olive-leaf, and blossom of the spring. 
To memory's ear, is softly whispering 
The music of the dear and hallowed Name, 
Which yieldeth thine its ever-living fame : 
While airs that o'er them breathe, around thee, take 
Ideal sweetness, precious for His sake; 
And, on thy steeps, — from Kedron's mossy dell. 
Where memories lave in " cool Siloam's" well,— 
To Bethany, whose vanished palms, of yore 
Sheltered the pilgrim journeying from the shore 
Of Jordan, or the dread, Asphaltic sea, — 
In thought, such fragrance ever clings to thee. 

Here oft He kneeled beneath this Syrian heaven. 
And prayers of Jesus unto thee have given 
A sacredness, and glory, that will stay 
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When Lebanon's ancient snow-wreaths melt away. 
He, gazing upward to that midnight blue,^ 
His head baptized, and filled with falling dew. 
And locks embathed with heavy drops of night, — 
Kept His long vigils by its starry light ; 
And, througt^ still hours of darkness and of sleep. 
Holding apart mysterious commune deep, — 
Lifting His soul to God, our being's Fount, — 
Thus kneeling, pressed thy sod, oh sacred Mount ! 

Unchanged in sweetness yet, the echoes dwell 
Of words that from the lips of Jesus fell. 
When with the loved disciples by His side. 
He bade their calm, untroubled thoughts abide, — 
As in believing hearts they fearless rest, * 
Which quieted now, at His command, are blest. 
Doth not the Pilgrim hear them as he roves. 
Lingering among thy peacefid Olive-groves : 
In spirit, hearkening to the Saviour's voice. 
Bidding them in His changeless love rejoice, — 
In the blest fulness of deep peace abiding,— 
In that tried love and faithfulness confiding ? 
As ye believe in God, so trust in Me, 
And know that, unforsaken, ye shall be 
Befriended by a Comforter divine. 
Whose presence shall bestow that peace of Mine, 
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Which shall be yours, — the peace surpassing thought,- 
Yea, J07 and peace the rough world knoweth not. 
Amid life's troublous waves will ye despair ? 
Be of good cheer, — yt shall My victory share. 
Oh, heavenly sounds of peacefulness and love. 
Still echoed hither from those heights aboye ! 
Have not the saints, in all the ages gone. 
Felt that blest mystery of peace unknown ? 
And hath the voice of Jesus lost its power 
To soothe the troubled heart, as in that hour 
Of high communion, — even as dews distil 
Their softness on this Olive-mantled hill ? 
That loving voice of Him, who, strong to save. 
Stilled with calm majesty the raging wave, — 
And as it qudled Gennesaret's stormy sea. 
Tamed your wild hearts. Fishers of Galilee ! 

Oh, hallowed Mount, fain would our steps ascend 
Thy steep, in thought, our frequent gaze to bend 
Over the landscape He was wont to view, 
And whenpe, with yearnings of a love so true. 
He gazed on that dear City, where, enthroned, 
The Temple of a God whont it disowned, 
Stood on the crest of Salem, where its Lord 
By kingly priests, of old, was long adored ; 
Till now Melchisedek's mysterious line 
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Ends, in a royal chief^ High Priest divine, — 
Offspring of David's ancient, princely blood. 
True Priest and Prophet of the Most High God. 
Alas ! Jerusalem, thankless and unwise. 
What hopes to-day are hidden from thine eyes ! 
Oh Salem, hadst thou known thy Kling of Peace, 
How would thy sorrows with rebellion cease : 
But now thy name is mockery of thy woe. 
And tears divine which from those eyelids flow, 
Against thee yet shall witness, in that day 
When thou shalt know God's pity passed away. 

Here oft, in spirit, would we thus be found. 
With reverential tread, on holy ground, — 
Holding sweet converse with high thoughts that dwell 
Amid those scenes which Jesus loved so well. 
And where He stood when last He quitted earth. 
To seek the glories of His heavenly birth. 
And not alone in soft and tender light 
Of memory, gazing, but with radiance bright 
Shed o'er them in prophetic dreams of old. 
From Iris-rays of promise, that foretold 
The glorious future hopes of Palestine, 
When o'er the world, undimmed, her Light will shine; 
And on her hills and mountains shall arise 
The Dayspring that will glad the Nations' eyes,— 
When Salem's King, whose right it is to reign. 



134 ^^ Mount of Olives. 



Shall hither come, to claim His own again, — 
When, on this Mount of Olives, He shall stand. 
And sway His sceptre from the " Glorious Land.' 



Ah, good it were, to stay for ever near ; 
The music of those voices oft to hear ! 
But on thy heights of contemplation blest 
Whispers remind us *' this is not our rest.** 
Yet, Olivet, shall not our souls, to thee. 
Speak their farewells, with inward melody 
Responsive to the solemn echoings, 
That linger, thus, to speak of holy things, — 
The endearing recollections that abide 
With thee, of that first glorious Easter-tide, 
And those few, sacred, sad, eventful days. 
When, with a eucharistic hymn of praise. 
He that loved thee and Salem, to the last,— 
Ending the mystical, divine repast, — 
Led His disciples through the sunset-shades. 
Apart, to witness in thy Olive-glades, 
That hour of darkness and of grief begun. 
Whose deepening horrors dimmed the noonday sun : 
Seeking, once more, upon thy lone hillside, — 
Oft by His calm devotion sanctified, — 
A refuge from the godless city-glare. 
Among His chosen haunts of secret prayer. 
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Farewell, thou fiivoured shrine of love and faith. 
Sacred to memories of His life and death ! 
While truths our suffering, steadfast fathers loved. 
And through long tribulation, held unmoved, — 
Bearing aloft the banner of the Cross, — 
Counting all other gain and glory loss. 
To win the prize and triumph of the Saved, — 
Even Christ, the Crown for which all loss they 

braved : — 
While His sure word, — hath not time proved it true ? 
The seal of peace oppressors never knew, — 
Like stars that gem the Syrian vault, shall gleam 
With fadeless light, a clear, unwavering beam, — 
A hallowed lustre o'er thy brow shall hover 
That eyes of faith will fail not to discover. 
What though, in vain, devotion seeks to trace 
His blessed footsteps round each Holy Place, — 
The spell of His loved presence bideth yet 
To shed a Nimbus-ray on Olivet. 
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^'Jn itenmnfirance of Mty 

HE paschal Feast of love divine, — 
Its eucharistic bread and wine- 
Speak, through the ages, to the wondering 
heart. 
The memory of the Crucified, 
In living signs of Him that died. 
With eloquence beyond all reach of art. 

The holiest monument of grace, — 

In this Passover-Feast we trace. 
As on a Landmark that on high uprears 

Its record indestructible, — 

The History it will stand to tell. 
As in the past, through all the coming years. 

Still doth this rite to memory bring 

Love's sacrificial offering, — 
The Lamb of God that takes our sins away. 

Shadowed by Patriarch or Priest, 

In many an old memorial Feast, — 
Our One atoning Substitute to-day. 
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It marks faith's ancient unity ;— * 

The glorious Catholicity 
That joins the Holy Church of every age, — 

Since the first yearling of the fold 

Was offered up for sins, of old. 
In earliest days of faith's long pilgrimage. 

Behold, the mysteries, high and blest. 
Which in those lowly emblems rest. 

And thoughts transcending all that sag^s dream ; 
For while in simplest words they show 
Truth that a Christian child may know. 

Its deeps of love are an unfathomed stream. 

Yea, mystic heights of soul-communion. 
The joy of Christ's redeemed in union 

With God their Saviour, symboUed to our eyes ! 
One body and one bread, — they share — 
While they His suffering likeness bear — 

The Life, this blood of grapes doth signalize. 

Till Thou, oh Christ, shalt come again. 

This service speaketh not in vain 
Thy faithfulness of love even unto death, — 

Enduring all unto the end. 

With constancy that would not bend, — 
Sealing that love of Thine with dying breath. 
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Saviour, by faith Thy form we see 
Thus bruised and broken on the Tree, — 

Bleeding for sins of ours upon the Cross, — 
Oh, in our memories, day by day. 
May thoughts of Thee for ever stay. 

And for this knowledge all be counted loss. 

While so shall speak that Cross of shame 
A living, dying Saviour's name,— 

Though unbelieving scoffers may deride, — 
Yet God forbid that we should glory 
Save in this wondrous, humbling story. 

Who to the world with Him are Crucified, 

Embalmed within our hearts for aye. 
Be hid remembrance of that day 

When Christ poured out His soul on Calvary; 
While with the penitent dying Thief, 
The witness of His mortal grief. 

Sighs echoing breathe — Oh Lord, remember me ! 
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S^^RIFT in the verdant aisles and cloistered shades 

I SB J Of nature's silent Temple-colonnades, — 

ifesaaalFrom still devotion's inward altar-shrine. 

He communes with the Unseen, — the Divine ; — 

And, while the incense of His prayer ascends. 

On high His heavenward, suppliant glance He bends. 

Turning His face from earth, to be alone 

With the Eternal on His mercy-throne, — 

Midst everlasting silences above. 

In passionless serenity of love. 

In imcreated, living light unseen. 

Shrined in the peace where He hath ever been 

Alone, inhabiting Eternity, 

And filling the illimitable sea, — 

To our blind eyes a void chaotic night, — 

Where sits His throne in "the abyss of light. " 

With His calm eye on Syria's vault He sees. 
Beyond its sapphire depths, the mysteries 
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Unutterable that surround us there. 
In the vast stillness of celestial air : 
And seeks in that eternal solitude. 
Where dwells in His divine Infinitude 
He, whom Creation's Temple cannot hold. 
The Father's '* unveiled glory " to behold. 
Looking upon His " Infinite majesty," 
Throned in that boundless light of Deity, 
With glories that transcend an angel's thought. 
And even the Heaven of Heavens containeth not. 

Lord, what is earth, and all those stars of light. 
And what are suns unnumbered in thy sight ? 
Thou boldest them in Thy Almighty hand. 
As on the shore we grasp its grains of sand. 
And what is man, who views around liis dwelling 
Those mighty works his puny thoughts excelling, — 
Illustrious symbols of Thy glorious power. 
Shaming his pride, vain boaster of an hour ! 
And yet, in man's immortal mind, abides 
More than the universe of Nature hides 
In her deep heart unfathomed, — it can hold 
Communion in its aspirations bold 
With Thee in Thy unseen immensity, — 
With " thoughts that wander through Eternity." 
Thou, dwelling in this Temple of the soul. 
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Disdainest all the starry worlds that roll 

In the vast ocean of eternal space, 

And shrink to nothingness before Thy face. 

Even as the clearness of that crystal dome. 

Whose curtains overspread man's earthly home. 

Mirrors its splendour in the glassy sea, 

A faint reflection of Infinity : 

So dimly, in our souls, a likeness true 

Of Thee is imaged, as that peaceful blue 

Thus on the ocean, or in human eyes. 

When gazing on those soft, mysterious skies. 

Was it in some retreat near Kedron's vale, — 
Lit by the sunset-glow, or moonbeams pale, — 
Jesus thus looked on Heaven's fair brow serene. 
And, rapt in spirit from earth's passing scene. 
Beholding what no mortal eye can see, — 
The face of Omnipresent Deity, — 
Spake, in the ear of God, His prayer sublime 
With aspirations echoing through all time ? 

There asking Him in whom our being dwelleth, — 
Fount, whence the spring of Life Eternal welleth, — 
That heaven-elected sons of faith, who knew 
Him sent of God,— the Only Wise, the True,— 
Might share the oneness of that unity. 
Of Christ with God, — divine humanity 
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Blending with Godhead to be one for ever. 
In bonds eternal ages will not sever : 
That in like perfect love, and mystic union. 
Souls may be one in saintly, high communion. 
While one with God ; — oh, grace and love untold 
That yet shall join the sheep of Jesus' fold 
In one great, holy. Catholic union blest 
When God is all, aiid His sabbatic rest 
Surrounds them with the glory that was given. 
When worlds were not, in His eternal Heaven, — 
In its calm paradise of boundless love, 
Symbolled in those cerulean depths above, — 
To Him that evermore was His delight — 
Even Christ, our being's Sun, the Light of Light 

Thus, where the deeps of Syrian azure glowed. 
He lifted up His eyes to Heaven, and God : 
That sky which bends its arch o'er every clime. 
Unchanging as the sea, — on wrecks of time 
Yet smiling on serenely, like the Love 
Beholding, from its seat of calm above. 
The end from the beginning, which will show 
How all life's seeming evil, and its woe 
In providence here darkly understood. 
Have worked together to result in good : 
The same in every age, while chance and change 
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On earth have wrought to " something new or strange," 

Whose deep-felt mystery through poetic eyes 

Hath melted souls in all the centuries : 

The circling zone of light whose unity 

Joins land to land in Catholicity, — 

Like the one Heaven eternal hope hath viewed, — 

God's light of universal Fatherhood. 

Oh, ye, who fain, with pilgrim-staff in hand. 
Would trace His footsteps in the Holy Land, 
And, traversing its acres, would explore 
Each ruin that speab of Him for evermore, — 
See gleaming o'er your homes, in city pent, — 
And rural solitude,— that firmament. 
The same where Jesus turned His eyes in prayer. 
If ye would track His presence, see it there ! 
Yea, on that glistening cloud of silvery sheen. 
And golden radiance, where the sun hath been, — 
High as the warbling ** pilgrim of the sky " 
Let faith mount up, and soar with eagle-eye. 
To gaze from this bright chariot of fire 
Onward, as her ethereal hopes aspire. 
Where Jesus passed to Heaven's celestial gate. 
Whence we, who watch those Eastern skies, await 
To see Him, as He went, so come again. 
To take on earth His own great power and reign. 
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Eternal sky ! calm as the brow of God^ — 
While o'er thy blue expanse we gaze abroad^ 
At noonday^ or when stars look from thy face 
Companion-like, — feith thus in every place. 
On sea or shore, hillside or mountain-glen. 
Alone, or mid ** the hum, the shock of men," 
May commune, in the spirit, rapt from earth. 
Of things congenial to her heavenly birth. 
With Him who watched thee from Gennesaret*s strand. 
Or Olivet, and find a Holy Land, 
Where'er on earth below, we also gaze. 
As Jesus looked there on His Father's face. 
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ESIDE this hoary Olive-tree, 

Whose roots embrace the sacred hill 
0*ershadowing Gethsemane, 
Rest thou, O pilgrim, and be still : 
Where the disciples watched that wondrous scene. 
And feet of pitying angel-witnesses have been. 

Let silent thought communion hold. 

One solemn, sacramental hour. 
With Him that suiFering here, of old. 
Sore anguish in its tranquil bower. 
Expressed *' the human agony of God." # 
In tears of deadly sorrow, and great drops of blood. 

Under His shadow sit and feed, — 

Tasting His fruit, the soul's true vine ; — 
Here first that blood, its " drink indeed," 
Was shed, our Eucharistic wine. 
Ere yet His broken body, on the tree. 
Was lifted up for us, Jerusalem, an'l for thee. 
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Ah, see beneath that Olive-shade, 

He bears for us the averted blow, — 
See from His lips the life-blood fode, — 
They quivering taste our cup of woe : 
It passed not from Him till He drained it deep. 
Alone in gricPs dread hour ; — why, watchers, do ye 
sleep ? 

For ever, O Gethsemane, 

With thee will precious memories dwell, — 
That bloody sweat, and agony. 

Must not our souls remember well ? 
When there is no more sorrow, death, or pain. 
New songs of love will bless the Lamb that once was 
slain ! 

Yea, be Thy Cross and passion. Lord, 

Imprinted on our hearts for aye. 
Abiding as the eternal word. 

With things that shall not pass away : 
Write there the record of that grief unknown. 
Until we trace Thy wounds of love before the Throne. 
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EHOLD the Man ! behold Him, while He 
stands 
Meekly triumphant in His robe of scorn ; — 
Did e'er such sceptre grace a monarch's hands, — 
Was e'er by kings of men such vesture worn ? 

Behold Him crowned, — the thorns that pierce His 
brow 
Are gemmed with precious blood -drops,— priceless, 
rare ; — 
Behold Him, — He is weak, yet conquering now. 
Draining His bitter cup of anguish there. 

Behold Him stricken, — Him the Prince of Life, 
The Lord of Glory, doomed to death and shame ;— 

Calmly submissive, while the maddened strife 
Of heathen rage assails His faultless name. 
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Behold the Man ! Behold the Lamb of God, 
In silence mocked by each envenomed tongue j — 

The lamb-like suffering One, whose sprinkled blood 
Its shield of innocence o'er the world hath flung. 

Behold the Man ! our Brother and our Lord, 

Wounded by kindred, in the house of friends ; — 

Despised, rejected, by His own abhorred, — 
Beneath the cross of their reproach He bends. 

Behold Him in His dark, forsaken hour, — 
To the blue Infinite He turns His gaze, — 

From those far heights of boundless love and power. 
He looks for help to bear this sore amaze. 

Behold our King ! Behold Him yet again, — 

While mockery bends the knee with impious show. 

Mid signs of regal pomp, gay, false, and vain, — 
Majestic in His solitude of woe. 

Behold the Man ! the world's true rightful King, 
And ruling in the hearts of men to-day, — 

Throned on the Cross, — their homage yet they bring 
While CsBsars and their Empires pass away. 
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£E^ on this place of skulls^ and cross of 
shame^ 
Is writ the glory of ImmanuePs name, — 
While gazing on the thrice-dishonoured sod, 
" Truly," faith cries, " this was the Son of God ! " 

Here, in the wine-press of Jehovah's ire. 

With agonies unspeakable and dire. 

Was bruised from ripened fruit of God's true Vine 

The " dying crimson " of its blood divine. 

As saints through every Christian age have sung, — 
With stretched-out arms, pierced for our sins He 

hung. 
Nailed to a malefactor*s cursed Tree,— 
Through death to win life's triumph gloriously. 

Here, as the doctrines of His Gospel tell. 

The powers and principalities of hell 

Were spoiled and vanquished, when He took away 

Sin's condemnation, blotted out for aye. 
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" 'Tis finished,** — so He gave with dying breath. 
His witness to the work thus closed in death. 
Ere, from His wounded side, the Roman's spear 
Drew mortal streams of blood and water here. 



Jerusalem ! of thy guilt those signs remain, — 
Deep in this soil is hid the crimson stain. 
Crying, Hands of thine here crucified the Just, — 
The Prince of Life, whose blood is on thy dust* 

That stream, Golgotha, consecrates this place. 
Where once His all-victorious love and grace 
Overcame our evil, when He raised on high 
His voice for mercy with expiring sigh. 

While His pale, thorn-pierced brow in meekness bends 
To death, — behold, a sudden earthquake rends 
The veil that guards the Temple's inner shrine, — 
Type of the riven veil of flesh divine. 

Through this last dying sacrifice of love. 
An entrance to the Holiest above 
Is opened by a new and living way, — 
Free unto all true, faithful hearts to-day. 
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Jesus, Thy Cross points to that Mercy-Throne, 
The fountain of our Father's grace unknown. 
And gleams reveal on this accursed Tree 
The living light of Love's eternity. 
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ITH eye and heart awake, this Easter 
Morn, — 
Ere the aurora-flames on high 
Stream athwart Jerusalem's sky, — 
Mary, a symbol of the Church forlorn. 
Seeks, at the Garden-sepulchre, the grave's Firstborn. 

Her tears are mingling with the dews that weep 
In darkness, round the lonely shrine. 
Wherein, embalmed, the form divine 
Which held that holy Life, in slumber deep 
Lay wrapped with those dear memories that will never 
sleep. 

While morning-shadows in the garden-glade 
Are deepening yet the cypress-gloom. 
Over-arching Calvary's tomb, — 

Her tearful gaze is fixed where He was laid, — 
When lo! light breaks amid the dread, sepulchral shade. 
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A lustrous vision, where she thought to see 
But the dark solitude of death, — 
So fearful and of little faith 
To grasp the Resurrection-mystery, — 
That Jesus, from the cross, passed to Life's victory. 

Beholding, as at heaven's celestial gate, — 
Bright as a dream of Paradise 
Opened to her wondering eyes, — 
Two shining ones — the Sons of Morning — sate 
And to her startled ear breathed words compassionate. 

Still faithless in her sorrow, and afraid. 
She answered them in griePs dismay : 
*' They have taken the Lord away, — 

Disturbing the still rest where He was laid ; " — 
And weeping, turned her thence to the congenial shade. 



But there, in the dim morning, suddenly. 
She through the mist of tears descried 
The Saviour standing by her side, — 

Yet wist not, in her sadness, it was He, 
Nor recognized that voice. His loving voice to be. 

She saw no nimbus-rays of lightning-sheen 
Glow, as around those sons of light. 
But, veiled within the dawn's twilight. 
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He stood and spake, thus hidden by its screen. 
With more than angel-grace, to her, the Magdalene. 

She knew not that each gentle, Christ-like word, — 
With earnest, unimpassioned tone, — 
Calm, grave and tender, — was His own, — 
Like some hushed, *'dear, familiar strain" restored, — 
And that again she held conmiunion with her Lord. 

Her thoughts were with Him in His silent grave : 
Yearning to find His resting-place, — 
She gazed unconscious on His face,— 
Thus standing by the void sepulchral cave. 
Till He to her tried love blest recognition gave. 

" Mary! ** — she heard, and turning, saw Him there, — 
How shall poor, earth-born language tell 
With what joy, deep, ineffable, — 
Revealed amidst her anguish of despair, — 
Or how her wondering love its new-found bliss 
declare? 

" Master ! "—one word her silent rapture spoke ; — 
And longed she not, for unction sweet. 
To shed, on Jesus' nail-pierced feet. 
Tears, precious as the spikenard Mary took. 

And from the alabaster its fragrance o'er them broke ? 
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Seeking the dead^ she found a living Lord : — 
He, of life the buried seed, — 
Christ Himself, was risen indeed, 

Accbrding to the sure, prophetic word,— 
As First-fruits of the Just, henceforth to be adored.. 

Commissioned His glad messenger to be, — 
She to His brethren passed to bear 
The tidings of His presence there, — 
Thence, to revisit witl^ them, speedily, 
" The Land of the Beloved,"— His own Galilee. 

Thus, on that first and joyous Easter-Morn, 
Did Mary, — by free grace of Heaven, 
Type of sinners much forgiven. 

See then, no more despairing and forlorn. 
How in Christ's grave, our Resurrection-hope was bom. 

And in the gloomy dusk of Calvary, — 

Through death's thick shadows dawning bright. 
She there beheld Life's rising light 
Of glory, honour. Immortality, — 
New Life sprung out of Death — that ancient mystery. 
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W^t i&tstm ILtgtt of SmmortaUts^ 

HE soul hath evidence of immortal hope 
In thoughts that seek the boundless and 
unknown, — 
Aspiring as on loftiest mountain-slope. 

The climber's eager gaze before hath gone, — 
Even when on Himalayan Alps hath shone 
His high ambition's crown, — shall it not soar 

And win, as Alpine travellers have won 
Those heights that gleamedbefore them evermore, — 
Crying in heaven's blue Infinite, — '* Excelsior ! " 

That mystic hope abides, — ** it shines for ever. 

And like a watch-tower to the infidel 
Shows there's a land to come." This watch-fire 
never 
Will cease from its high mountain-shore to tell 
The mariners of Time, that ocean's swell 
Beareth them onward to a Morning-Land, 

The restful haven where at last " all's well," — 
When they shall gain life's fair and blissful strand. 
And " new inhabitants of light, " — safe on its shores 
they stand. 
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Faith sees that old assurance gleam more bright 
Since, o'er the hills of Palestine, she saw 

The Leading-Star of Bethlehem shed its light, — 
And heard a voice speak with diviner awe 
And certitude, than speaketh nature's law 

Of resurrection-promise : Sons of men. 

Learn here, by faith, hope's surer truth to draw. 

And Light of Life, from Jesus risen again. 
See dawning over earth beyond the Eastern main. 

" I am the Resurrection and the Life," — 

Deep-sounding in the hearing ear of faith, 
The voice of Jesus speaks, to calm the strife 
And mortal anguish in the vale of death. 
Still, as of old at Bethany, He saith : 
" They that believe in Me shall never die ; " — 
Yea now, in deadened souls. He quickeneth 
Faith's new-born life of Immortality, 
Whose light is earnest of its own eternity. 
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|LD Sanctuary of peace^ and home of 
love, — 
Around thy ruins, on this Judean hill 
That shields thee with its mantling Olive-grove, 
Fragrance divine and precious lingers stilL 

Sweet, as when Jesus found amid thy palms 
The holy quiet of a heaven below, — 

From life's rough sea, a sheltering port of calms. 
Where soul-refreshing airs alone might blow. 

And o'er thy terraces of com and vine,— • 
Even as the honied dews of Hermon dwell. 

In thought, for ever on its height, — so thine 
Abide in beauty, near that last Farewell : 

Glistering with those immortal sunrise-beams 
That shed on each decayed and broken wall 

Unsetting radiance, whose bright Eastern gleams 
On no palatial modern cities fall. 
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Dear shrine of Friendship ! Jesus loved to be 
Ofttimes withdrawn to thy serene retreat. 

High communings to hold, and left with thee 
The parting impress of His blessed feet. 

And there we now behold Him with His friend : 

With Mary and her sister, listen yet 
To Him whose love was with them to the end. 

And rests with us, — on thee and Olivet. 
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" In His name shall the Gentiles trust" 

|HE Star of Jacob, heralding the Morn, 
See in that eastward, far horizon bom, — 
Where, rising o'er the crest of Judah's hiJls, 
Its gleaming radiance all the landscape fills ; — 
From the bleak heights of Moab, whence of old 
The dying Prophet gazed on that dear Fold, 
Whither the Flock of God, by his right hand. 
Was led in safety to their Promised Land, — 
To where, on " cedar'd Lebanon's " ancient snows. 
The dawn of the celestial daylight glows. 
Gilding the dews of Hermon, while they sleep 
On the old Trees of God that fringe its steep. 

But doth it gleam to bless this land alone. 
Where first the brightness of its rising shone ? 
Or, from the Mount of Zion which He loved, — 
Yet onward shall those lingering rays be moved. 
Forth beaming from their native skies afar. 
O'er the wide world, its " Bright and Morning Star ; " — 
And shall that blessed Dayspring from on high 
Visit all natiors that in darkness lie. 
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To give true Lights and bid the shadows cease. 
And guide their feet into the way of peace^ — 
Till the effulgence of its blest sunrise 
Is mirrored in the gladness of all eyes? 

Yea, its auroral brilliancy hath streamed 
O'er empires mightier than the Caesars dreamed 
To bring beneath their world-embracing sway ; 
And lands have seen the glory of its Day, 
That the aspiring Greeks, with eager view 
Sweeping the earth's horizon, never knew, — 
When far " beyond the sunset, and the baths 
Of all the Western stars," they sought fresh paths 
To realms unknown, new worlds to overcome ;— 
Its glorious Light of Life hath found a home. 
Far from the sunrise of old Eastern shores, 
Where, in Atlantic gulfs, young ocean roars. 

But, first, it spread along the Syrian strand. 

And glanced with blessings on each neighbouring land ; 

On Tyre, Philistia, Edom, Babylon, — 

Dark haunts of ancient idols, — Daybreak shone : 

Arabia, and the Persians, that adored 

The fiery Sun-God, saw true sunlight poured 

On Asia, — and on Egypt's mystic Nile, 

The new-bom, blissful radiance beamed awhile. 

M 
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Greece, Macedonia, Italy, and Spain, 
And all the shores of the Levantine main. 
Felt the glad shining of its genial ray. 
And hailed the dawning of Immortal Day. 

Freely the Dayspring broke o'er Afric's coast. 
Whose early love its glow long since hath lost ; — 
Leaving their idol-mysteries untold, — 
Its brightness pierced the gloom of Temples old. 
And Eremites sanctified with Christian prayer. 
The shrines of Isis and Osiris, there. 
Her ancient darkness broods on Egypt now. 
And o'er the lands where on each swarthy brow 
The tropic sun hath looked, — but not the light 
Of the true Daystar's flame, serenely bright, — 
Where yet ere long, as else on Afric's sod. 
Offcasts may stretch out ** hands of faith ^ to God. 

On Christendom, and on our Western Isles, 
With varying lustre, still, the Dawning smiles ; 
And many an island of far-distant seas. 
Even from the hoary, ** storm-vext Orcades,"* 
To Australasian shores, hath heard the fame 
Of Christ, and Gentile races trust His Name : 
While India, China, wait to learn His law, — 
And regions that old Prophets never saw 
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In vision, yet shall His salvation own, — 
When o'er the earth, in every circling zone. 
From Labrador, to Patagonian wilds. 
The savage heart becomes a litde child's. 
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^'5n S^c StBtto bintt^J* 

AITH, turning eastward, from this ancient 
shore. 
Whence, o'er those orient, azure waves, 
of old. 
The Pilgrims of the Cross to Syria bore 

Their warrior-hearts, brave, chivalrous and bold, — 
And to the Syrian summer-breeze unrolled. 
Before the Infidel's pale Crescent-flame, 

Their Sign of victory,— -faith does now behold 
That Signal yet to infidels, proclaim 
The hope of future triumph, in that hallowed Name. 

The Crescent wanes, — the Cross yet gleams on high, 
A living light to lighten every land, — 

The herald-star to bid Night's shadows fly : — 
From Palestine, to each far-distant strand. 
It pointeth like a Way-mark's guiding hand. 

To nations in their darkness, till they view 
The Sun of Righteousness, — serenely grand 

In giant-strength, rejoicing to pursue 
His race, and light reveal, — the Only Wise, the True. 
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O'er ocean's " silent highway," that blest Mom 
Came from the East, to visit Albion's Isle, 

As in its western gloom it lay forlorn. 

Girdling the new-found sea-shore with its smile 
Of heaven-born sweetness, that not yet awhile 

Can fade into the dimness of old Night, — 
Though many a sceptic, syren-voice beguile 

Our land, with reasonings false, to leave the Light 
For Chaos, — they cannot quench its Sunrise blest and 
bright. 

Ye Soldiers of the Cross, on this old shore. 

Guard well the banner of the Truth ye love, — 

Stand fast in faith, even as your sires of yore. 
And look, as ranged in ordered strength ye move 
Its sceptic foes to meet, where gleams above 

The Cross, to be your conquering Sign, this day, — 
As when its champions with the Crescent strove, — 

True to heroic memories, whose long array 
Streams light on history's page that passeth not away. 

The Truth our fathers suffered to maintain 
Is ours to keep, — and " God defend the right ! " 

The Cross and Holy Sepulchre again, — 
As when the Saracenic hordes did light 
Like bees, upon the sacred hills, in si^t 
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Of Zion, Jerusalem, and Calvary, — 

Are challenged now, — fight we then Faith's good 
fight 
And to the Infidel prove its armoury 
Of reasons strong, foundationed in true history. 

The lights of science and of knowledge beam 
With changing lustre, on these shores of time, — 

Boastful, as if outshining with their gleam 

Truth's ancient Pharos, that hath stood sublime 
Shedding its radiance to earth's farthest clime. 

Amid the wrecks of ages undecaying, 

Undimmed by raging flood, or ocean-rime. 

Whose steadfast rock no surges are dismaying. 
While it serenely hears what those proud waves are 
saying. 

Faith, gazing eastward, on her eagle-brow 

Hath caught the dawn-rays, o'er the heights revealed 
• In Palestine of old, — still gleaming now ; 

And with the Cross yet symbolled on her shield, — 
Faith's talisman on many a battle-field,-— 
Steps onward fearless, led to victory 

By hidden strength divine that will not yield 
When mortal weakness foils, till gloriously 
The Truth shall overcome, prevailing mightily. 
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O Cross of Christ ! be still our desert-light. 
While through time's pilgrimage we follow on. 

Looking to see our Leader in the fight 

Divide the whelming waves, till we have gone 
Safe o'er the troublous channel, and have won 

Life's blissfid shore of Immortality, 

And glad new songs of praise, when all is done. 

Will celebrate the triumph of the free, — 
As when faith passed of yore the dark Egyptian Sea. 
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'' Und} die Day break, and the shadows flee away, I will get 
me to the mountain of myrrh, and to the hill of frankincense.** 

AST thou,0 traveller, journeying eastward, 
trod 
The Galilean vales. 
And gazed afar where Hermon's Mount of God 

Breathes o'er them spicy gales, — 
When a stream of unearthly radiance fair 

From founts of light unseen. 
Shed on its forehead, in that lucent air, 
A golden halo-sheen ? 

Hath not the spirit felt in this sunrise. 

Amid those Syrian bowers, — 
A symbolled promise faith shall realize, — 

That quenchless hope is ours ? 
And hast thou whispered in thy morning-hymn. 

While thou wert tarrying there, — 
Ere twilight faded from those valleys dim, — 

A parting, fervent prayer : 
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That its beauty, a thought of joy for ever-^- 

Like all that is divine, — 
From our earth's horizon may vanish never. 

But rest without decline : 
Till gleams that never brake on crystalled snow, 

A peaceful world may fill 
With glory that from founts divine shall flow. 

To crown each lasting hill. 

The Daystar in the East arose, and Morn 

Streamed forth from Palestine, — 
Thence, o'er the world, the healing Light is born. 

Till Day unclouded shine : 
When will it rise, O Christ, on every shore. 

And "shadows cease to be"? 
Haste, like the roes on Bether's hills of yore, — 

Shine Thou, from sea to sea. 

Our souls are waiting, in Thy word they hope — 

As watchers from on high. 
Look for the dawn ascending o'er the slope 

To break the Eastern sky : 
Till Morning cometh with unfading glow. 

We, on some fragrant height 
Of promise, fairer than the dawn-lit brow 

Of Lebanon, wait more lighf. 
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O'er the dark bounds of time, these '' mountains 
cold," 

Send from Thy holy hill 
The light of truth to guide us, as of old. 

Through shadows lingering still. 
Let not our faith. Lord, in Thy promise, be 

Confounded evermore, — 
While scorn-defying, we put our trust in Thee, — 

Our Saviour-God adore. 
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